1 COULDN'T MARRY 
MY NEGRO LOVER 


If you're bothered by skimpy suds 
on washday, you should try FELSO. 
This new, white free-pouring, 
all-purpose washing wonder gives suds 
by the tubful in even the hardest water. 
Washing is easier, results are better, 
... white goods are whiter, 
colored fabrics brighter. 


ж x 


FELSO has a pleasant 
fragrance that leaves 
your wash smelling 
sweet and clean. 
Mild FELSO is kind 
to tender hands. 
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“Guaranteed by ^ 


Just try FELSO on your most troublesome wash- Now feel how soft and fluffy everything is... 
ing . . . on heavily soiled children's play suits or how easy to iron. And smell the fragrant fresh- 
work clothes. See how the dirt comes out... ness . . . a sure sign that with FELSO you get the 
quickly and completely. Did you ever use a cleanest, sweetest wash possible. Just try FELSO 


product that washes faster or cleaner? ... you'll always use it. 


Letters To The Editor WONDERFUL 


WHAT MEN DON'T LIKE 


I enjoyed every issue of TAN CONFESSIONS, 
as have all my friends. The article I enjoyed 
most was “What Men Don’t Like About 
Women." I think all wives should read that 
story and I'm sure they'll appreciate and de- 
vote more time to their husbands. 

Dorothy L. Catchings 
Detroit, Mich. 


l have just finished reading “What Men 
Don't Like About Women" in your June edi- 
tion. I believe you must live next door to me. 
I have been married for 7 years and have had 
the same trouble, only I have 4 children, 1 boy 
and 3 girls. 

Roscoe Parry 
Baton Rouge, La. 


We are students at South Giarad High. The 
story of “What Men Don’t Like About 
Women” was magnificent and I must say help- 
ful. Maybe it will teach our young girls a 


lesson. 
Olivia Todd 
Phoenix City, Ala. 


DOPE ADDICTS 


I used to want to take a smoke of some dope 
to see how it would make you feel, but reading 
about *I Was a Dope Addict" has really and 
truly made me change my mind. 

M. Cox 


Corning, N. Y. 
PARIS MODEL 


Several months ago you published a very 
fine article оп Dorothea Towles—"I Am a 
Paris Model." 

Since Dorothea Towles is a Farrier-model 
and a graduate of my Los Angeles School, 1 am 
keenly interested in her success. You may be 
interested in knowing that Dorothy Farrier's 
was the first school of its kind to open classes 
for colored girls in self-improvement and to 
employ Negro teachers. Another of our grad- 
uate students is now vice-president of a San 
Francisco High School. 

Articles like “1 Am a Paris Model" are 
positive in appeal and greatly encourage Negro 
girls and women to step out in front and take 
their rightful place in the world—which is 
what I have been urging for over 21 years. 

However, I must say that fiction like “Pho- 
tographer's Model," in the May, 1951, issue, 
gives the general public the wrong slant on the 
modeling profession as a whole and greatly 
hampers our work in self-improvement. 
ually the girl in the story (Gail) is an artist's 
model. In our 21 years of business, we have 
never handled a nude or had one unpleasant 
assignment. 

Although your magazine is hardly the type 
to "carry a message," I do believe that one 
article a month featuring some successful per- 
son, with perhaps a column giving general or 
specific helps on “how to become successful,” 
would enhance your magazine and satisfy a 
definite longing of your people. 

Dorothy Farrier 

Director Dorothy Farrier 
Schools of Charm & Modeling 
San Francisco, Calif. 


JO BAKER STORY. 


Your June issue of Tan CONFESSIONS is the 
first I have bought, mainly because of the story 
of Josephine Baker. However, in looking over 
your magazine, Ї was overjoyed to see the arti- 
cle on Bricktop. 

There are a great many well-known Negroes 
that colored people here in the South seem 
unfamiliar with. I have talked to several who 
had never heard of La Belle Baker. So in the 


Act-. 


future couldn't we also have some articles on 
people like Elisabeth Welch, Adelaide Hall, 
Fortunia (or have you already?). 

1 am a white reader and although I haven't 
read any of the stories, I think your articles 
are well worth reading for any race. 

I hope the continuation of Miss Baker's life 
story will be accompanied by some more ex- 
otic photographs. 1 have seen her perform 
three times through the years, but I haven't 
seen too many photographs that show the ex- 
otic beauty and gamerie for which Jo is fa- 


mous. 
Robert Wright 
Nashville, Tenn. 


MOTHER-DAUGHTER 


I really do enjoy Tan CONFESSIONS. I’m 
only 17 and I have a daughter 4 months old. I 
do hope Tan Conressions will still be pub- 
lished when she is grown. 

Mrs. Charles E. Haste 
Petersburg, Va. 


AVERAGE NEGROES 


I have read Tan CONFESSIONS up to and in- | 


cluding the April issue and frankly I am dis- 
appointed. The stories are much too high- 
class. Why not print stories about ordinary 
Negroes? It gets rather sickening for all the 
stories to he supplied with a couple of Cadil- 
lacs, a maid, plus a summer and winter home. 
When you start printing stories more down 
to earth, I can assure you your book will be 

more widely read. 
Helen Jordan 


Birmingham, Ala. 


All in all, your magazine is swell. Га really | 


like to see some plain, common average stories 
once in awhile instead of those high-class ones. 

What's happened to the average man and 
his "confessions?" Maybe ГЇ write my own 
woes sometime in the future. But I am deeply 
in love with Tan Conressions. Thank God 
for a magazine (a good one) of “our own.” 
Keep it up 


Barbara Mendoza * 


Oakland, Calif. 


PREACHER TAKES WIFE 


I am a high school girl of fifteen and I think 
your magazine is the best of all that I have 
read. I have read every issue and have en- 
joyed them very much. I really did enjoy 
“The Preacher Takes a Wife.” I think if all 
of the preachers would follow in this preach- 
er's footsteps, there would be better churches 
in the world. 

R. Sanders 


St. Louis, Mo. | 
I am 32, veteran of World War П and I | 


think your Tan Conressions is wonderful. I 
want to refer to a story in your June issue— 
“The Preacher Takes a Wife.” 

I'm no angel but I believe in that kind of 
religion and congratulations to the reverend 
because I think he is doing a tremendous job 
and I pray that he may continue. 

Paul Smith 
Seattle, Wash. 


HAPPY ENDINGS 


Are Tan CONFESSIONS stories supposed to | 


be-true to life? Why, then, do they always 
have "and they lived happily ever after" end- 
ings? 


True life does not always have happy end- | 


ings. The stories would be more interesting 
if the readers couldn't surmise that the end- 
ings always turn out the same. 

Lorraine Lucas 


Brooklyn, N. Y. | 


| DEODORANT 
NEWS FOR YOU! 


NEW FINER 


more effective longer! 


NOW CONTAINS AMAZING NEW 
INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Better, longer protection. New Mum 
with M-3 safely protects against bacteria 
| that cause underarm odor. What's more, 
| it keeps down future bacteria growth. 
|! You actually build up protection with 
| regular exclusive use of new Mum. 
Softer, creamier new Mum smooths on 
| easily, doesn't cake. Contains no harsh 
ingredients to irritate skin. Will not rot 
or discolor finest fabrics. à 
Mum's delicate new fragrance was cre- 
| ated for Mum alone. And gentle new 
Mum contains no water to dry out or 
decrease its-efficiency. No waste, no 
shrinkage—a jar lasts and /asts/ Get Mum! 


| New MUM cream deodorant 


A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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how he 
proposed | 


BY MRS. EDDIE HEYWOOD _ 


HEN a woman marries a musician 

you can usually bet that his music 
was a factor in drawing her to him. It 
certainly was in my case. Music has al- 
ways occupied an important place in my 
life. I admire people who can create 
beautiful themes and who have the pow- 
er to move people with their playing. 

I married a man whose piano play- 
ing has always moved me strangely. His 
playing-of Begin the Beguine, which 
made him a household word in America 
and rocketed him to the top of his pro- 
fession, played an important emotional 
role in our relationship. 

I was a hat check girl at Cafe Society 
Downtown in New York City when 
Eddie Heywood first played there. I had 
heard of the guy, and seen him around. 
But I suppose he didn’t really begin to 
register until he sat down at that grand 
piano and played his completely. unique 
arrangement of Cole Porter’s famous 
tune, Begin the Beguine. 

I remember saying to myself while 
listening to Eddie playing, “Gee, I wish I 
could play the piano that beautifully. Га 


like to have music like that around me 
all the time.” Little did I know that the 
latter wish would be fulfilled in less than 
five years. 

After that I found myself listening for 
Eddie’s Begin the Beguine three times a 
night. I'd stop what I was doing to hear 
him play it. The music would carry me 
away and I'd be lost in a dream. 

Eddie and I struck up a casual kind 
of friendship. He found out that I was 
very fond of Beguine and used to kid me 
about it. One night after work he came 
over to the check room and started talk- 
ing in that slow, charming way of. his. 
“Listen,” he said, “I’m going to record 
Begin the Beguine tomorrow, and Pd 
like you to come to the recording studios 
with me and hear me do it. Come down 
with me and give me luck and support." 
I was thrilled, but didn't want to let on. 
Finally I agreed to go. It was our first 
date. I sat in the studio utterly paralyzed 
with excitement while Eddie recorded 
the tune that always made me swoon. 
It was a great experience for me. 

After that we (Continued on Page 65) 
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LEE MODES, 12th St. & 7th Ave. 


BABYLON, NEW YORK Dept. TC 9 
Please send me.......... pairs of the following: 
D) WENDY Size . 


Г] Money Order 
You save postage and C.O.D. charges if 
money is enclosed. 10 day refund guarantee. 


ЖЧ, 


She'll thrill you in this MIDNIGHT BLACK, daring 


French-style nightie... with alluring Peek-A-Boo 
all lace front and bewitching all sheer back. So 
revealing... here... there... and oh my... tne 
dipping dare neckline and open 
bare midriff give the final enticing $ 98 
touch! Give her РЕЕК-А-В00. She'll ONLY 
love you for every inch of И 
Send по Money ORDER ON 10-DAY APPROVAL 

WILCO FASHIONS Dept. K 705 M 

45 Eost 17th St., New York 3, N. т. 

Please send me "'PEEK-A-BOO"' French lace nightie 

at $9.98. If not entirely satisfied, I'll return within 

10 days for ful! cash refund. 

Check Size Wanted: 

032 P. м0 36 O 38 


40. IN BLACK ONLY. 
Cash Enclosed 
мегу costs, 
Send C.O.D. TH M pay delivery costs. 
NAME... 
ADDRESS. 
CY... 


E A SIN to tell a lie—whether it is 

an out and out prevarication (the kind 
that get people killed) or the little white 
lies that roll so glibly off the tongues of 
teen-agers and seem so innocent and 
necessary. А lie is a lie, no matter what 
you call it, so gather around, you sinners. 
Mother Walters is going to sing you a 
sermon. Text: Thou shalt not lie. 

When you were just a tiny crumb 
crusher hardly dry between the ears (and 
never around the eyes), they excused 
your childish fabrications, said you did 
not know right from wrong and that in 
the sight of-God, you had not yet attained 
the age of moral responsibility. Psychol- 
ogists said that you were incapable of 
drawing a straight line between a vivid 
imagination and a bare-faced lie. So you 
fixed your baby-black eyes on Mother's 
heart and put the blame for the broken 
Chinese vase on the green doggie that 
talked and sang. And that dime you 
swiped from the sugar bowl came 
straight from the pocket of the strange 
old man with the lightning bug eyes and 
feathers on his feet. 

On the edge of infancy you literally 
got away with murder, but you are a big 
boy or a big girl now. You know right 
from wrong and it's high time you realize 
the value of truth no matter how old- 
fashioned it may seem. It is time that 
you began practicing honesty in what 
you say as well as what you do. Little 
white lies grow into big black ones. Lying 
is habit-forming as dope. And even if 
you aren’t disturbed about the final day 
of reckoning or the hereafter, there are 
rewards much closer to everyday life. 

Club presidents, team captains, school 
monitors, and “most popular” girls are 
those Jacks and Jills who have a rep for 
honesty and dependability. You don’t 
pick generals from among cheaters and 
fibbers any more than you go to police 
files to select a candidate for President 
of the United States. 

Mother and Dad may be so blinded by 


' love for their little darling that they fail 


to see the inconsistencies of your alibis. 


But your friends probably won't believe 
your tall tales and melodramatic recitals 
of what he said and what you said on 
the front step last night. And the teacher 
more than likely will recognize your ex- 
aggerations for what they are. 

You probably don't mean to lie. You 
sometimes tell one purely for entertain- 
ment in the Baron Munchausen manner, 
and if you are good at it, you may have 
talent as a writer or a comedian. There 
are other times when you like to think 
that a teensy bitsy lie is justifiable under 
some circumstances. But are they? 

When Dad asked you what time you 
came in last night, you told him 11:30 
when you know darn well that it was 
closer to 1:00 A.M. When you told 
Mother that you were going to a respect- 
able party over at Jenny's house, you 
purposely neglected to tell her that after 
the party some of the gang went to 
Smokey Joe's, the night club over in 
Shack Town that is off limits to every 
kid in your neighborhood. You didn't 
want to tell Mother and Dad because you 
didn't want them to worry—you console 
yourself. 

After all, there was nothing really 
wrong about staying out later than you 
promised and no harm came of visiting 
the club. To tell the folks would have 
meant a lot of explaining on your part 
and perhaps further curtailing of your 
already limited liberties. 

The new pumps didn't really cost $17 
and you didn't get your blue formal 
from Saks Fifth Avenue, but you felt 
that you had to tell the girls something 
to keep them from knowing how poor 
your folks are and that your mother 
buys your things in bargain basements 
and end-of-the-month sales. You didn’t 
mean to lie about it. 

When Johnny called and you told him, 
quite airily, that you were all dated up 
for the week, you did it to impress him, 
to make him think that you were popu- 
lar with the boys. But it back-fired and 
you sat home every night crying your 
eyes out be- (Continued on Page 55) 


By James Goodrich 


AT “KING” COLE, slick-voiced 
song stylist and piano maestro of 
trio fame, seems always capable of com- 
ing up with hit tunes on jazz recordings. 
In practically every season during re- 
cent years, the mild-mannered Capitol 
record star was responsible for at least 
one big seller. Straighten Up and Fly 
Right, Nature Boy, An Old Piano 
Plays The Blues, Mona Lisa, Jet and Too 
Young are easily recalled as Cole hits of 
yesterdays. Now he is up with two more. 
the ballads My Brother and Early Amer- 
ican, on à coupling that figures to sell 
well in jazz marts. 

Lushly backed by strings and wood- 
winds on the pair, Nat warbles in a 
fashion that is effortlessly smooth. Noth- 
ing he has waxed before is more listen- 
able. 

The-new Cole pressing has Nat in 
what currently is his most familiar role: 
vocalist and pianist with big band back- 
ing instead of the trio support with which 
he first garnered wide note. Such a set- 
ting is ideal for him to show off the inti- 
mate and relaxed tones which make his 
vocals the great favorite of so many fans. 

Supporting the inimitable Cole voice 
on the current Capitol release are bands 
superbly batoned by Pete Rugulo, ex- 
Stan Kenton arranger, and Les Baxter. 

„ож + 

RECORDS OF THE MONTH: Colum- 
bia's The Louis Armstrong Story, Vol- 
umes I, II, III and IV, packaging on 
LP's 48 re-is- (Continued on Page 61) 


At this theatre party, should one of the gals be seated — 


Beside the other — Г] On the aisle Farthest from the aisle 
Getting into a hassel over who's to sit where You can travel the play-going circuit 
— won't get you an early dating encore. smoothly, even at trying times. That magic 


Learn your eti-cues. Even-numbered groups word “Kotex” props your poise— because 
should start and end with a man; so here, you know those flat pressed ends mean 
one lad should take the farthest seat, “curtains” for telltale outlines. Try all 3 
followed by you two gals—then your squire. ^ absorbencies (3 sizes, for different days). 


US komme 


Which helps slim down To revive that vacation-time 


“jumbo” stems ? romance, try — 
Exer-circling A long distance call 
Hoofing A torchy letter 
Flat footware A short note _ 
To unfatten ankles, better do this exercise: Has distance made your summer-resort 


Lying on floor, hold leg up straight (and Romeo forgetful? A short note is the safest 
still) as you circle foot outward 20 times; “reminder.” Write about a book, movie or 
then inward. Repeat with other leg. Foot’ platter he'd be interested in. And when your 
circling's fine for slender ankles, as well. calendar reminds you it's that day — choose 
Helps keep their shape. Just as оп calendar- Kotex; for what with a special safety center, 
circling days — Kotex keeps its shape; keeps and soft, moisture -resistant edges — Kotex 
you comfortable. After all, isn't Kotex made gives extra protection. This napkin can be 
to stay soft while you wear it? worn on either side, safely! 


‚ More women choose КТЕЙ" 
than all other sanitary napkins 


d ABSORBENCIES: REGULAR, JUNIOR, SUPER 
—*T.M.REG.U.S.PAT.OFF. = === 
Have you tried Delsey*? It's the new bathroom tissue 
P. $ K that’s safer because it’s softer. A product as superior 
4 $ as Kotex. A tissue as soft and absorbent as Kleenex.* 
(We think that’s the nicest compliment there is.) 
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1 of strapless bra luxury. 
les 


fresh look. 
. in bare shoulder comfort 
places bulge: 


of bosom or pulsi 
thinner instantly. 
new freedom will ешр! siz 


Won't Ride Up or Down 


You'll fall in love with WONDER MOLD. WONDER 
MOLD will make a lovelier you. Has ad 

front. Provides the solid 

bosom from below . . . 

ride up or down 

side mold with 

your position . 

that luscious look. 


nent for amazing 
nfort. 


for a wear. L imported 1 
lined. The Pues Form" s 


Look wonder! 
for at le: 


` Rush coupon, 


Mail Coupon Now! =] 


S. J. WEGMAN СО., DEPT. A-527 
836 Broadway, New York 3, М. Y. 


Rush my new “WONDER MOLD” Strapless Bra 
at once. If 1 am not thrilled and satisfied, | will 
return after DAYS’ FREE TRIAL for prompt 
refund of full purchase price, 


BUST SIZE. .. CUP SIZE cu | 
О Send C.0.D. I'll pay $3.98 plus postage. | 
O Enclosed find $4.00. S. J. Wegman Co. will pay 

ees | 


Address 


“I don't believe in married women working and I’m not going to 
have it said that 1 can't support my wife in a style better than 
what she was accustomed to." 


| Cora always championed 


E SCOTT regarded me with frank 
envy as we stood off in a quiet 
corner of the huge YWCA reception 
room. [n the center of the room a pleas- 
ant hubbub was being created. by a group 
of 25 women gathered about a refresh- 
ment table. The occasion was a farewell 
party for me. I was leaving my post as 
membership secretary of the Y because, 
in exactly five days, I was going to be- 
come Mrs. John Granger. 
That was the reason for Cora's envious 
look. 
“Gosh, honey, what a break you're get- 
ting. Just think! No more alarm clocks 


theories of sex equality 


routing you out of bed in the morning, 
no more bun and coffee breakfasts, no 
more staff conferences. If you were 
somebody else I'd be downright jealous.” 

I smiled fondly at Cora. She had been 
my pal and confidante for all the eight 
years during: which I had come up in the 

al Y setup, from a stenographer in 
the office of the executive secretary to 
one of the most responsible staff posi- 
tions. 

“How do you feel abou 
Joan? Tell me how you really feel." 

I decided quickly that this was going 
to have to be one of the few times since 


leaving. 


among friends but when the right man came along... 


I had known Cora that I wasn't com- 
pletely frank with her. I said: “Oh, I 
hate to leave, of course. You can't work 
somewhere for eight years of your life, 
enjoy as pleasant associati 
joyed here without it becoming a part 
of you. But then, you know how much 
in love I am. Га give up anything to 
make John happy, and that's 
wanted me to do—quit.” 

hot me a keen look. She knew 
me pretty well and I don't think I had 
quite fooled her. Her keen mind had 
noted my admission that leaving the Y 
was something I was doing to make John 


s as l've en- 


what he 


happy, something he wanted me to do. 

Afraid that we might get involved in 
a serious discussion about this topic I 
so wanted to avoid, I said gaily 
on, darling, let's join the bunch. It looks 
perfectly horrible for the guest of honor 
to be off in a corner like this, don't you 
think?" 

On the way home that night, laden 
down with presents, tired, but grateful 
for the expressions of liking and regret 
on the part of my co-workers, I couldn't 
help thinking about that brief conversa- 
tion with Cora. It had been disturbing 
because to tell (Continued on Page 61) 


Come 


She'll thrill you with her sheer loveliness in 
these exotic HAREM-JAMAS. Sheer Black rayon 
with soft nylon net...enticing, mysterious and 
irresistible as the CASBAH! See the peek-through 
top that clings where it зю and stops short to 
expose her smooth bare midriff. . See the shimmer- 
ing sheer Harem trousers that reveal all her 
charms. And...the final enticing 

touch . . glittering rhinestone $ 98 
jewels. Give her Harem-Jamas. She'll 

love you for it! ney! only 
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garter brief 


LUX-EEZ garter pantie of specially 
knit nylon tricot has 2-way stretch ac- 
tion. Holds hose up; goes garterless, 
too. White, blue, pink, maize, black. 
Sizes 22-30, 9-17. About $2.50, with- 
out garters. In Rayon Tricot, $1.50. 
at good stores or write us 
Again Awarded Fashion 
demy Gold Medal s 


Lingerie. 


(Prices Slightly Higher in Canada) 
® Holeproof Hosiery Company 
Milwaukee 1, Wisconsin 

In Canada: London, Ontario 


with Actual Sample 
RUN-PROOF STOCKING 


You'll be amazed to see how easy it is 

to make a lotof money in your spare time 

introducing sensational Run-Proof DuPont 

NYLON HOSIERY. These stockings wear во much longer 

than ordinary nylons that you can save friends and neighbors many dol- 

pra deco OEC ET 
A dT TEE 

GUARANTEED asadvertised in GOOD HOUSEKEEPING Magazine. 


Show Sample—Take Orders — Make Money 
You n ier 0 thing. 
Just Tush vour name and арй по for hie DEMON STR ATION KTE 
with STOCKING, sent you ABSOLI 


AMERICAN HOSIERY MILLS, 


laborate Demon- 


Start as high 
as $3,450.00 
a year! 

Veterans Get 

Preference ie аан 

Franklin Institute, Dept. Y-51, 
Men—Women / Rochester 4, N. Y. 
Prepare NOW a (Not Govt. Controlled) 
for next D Sirs Rush to me without charge | 
examinations Š „М ZERRE DOK On Tell me imine: 
Grade School ё diately how to qualify for one of 
сабо Не tnese Jobs! | 
Mail Coupon / Name ........................... 
today sure. / 
1 Address. ........ n Age. 
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\ STARS AND NUMBERS 


HE MONTH of Sepiember is symbol- 

ized by the sign Virgo, depicted by 
the Virgin (for purity) and given promi- 
nence by the Egyptians who related it to 
their goddess Isis. All birthdays occur- 
ring between August 22 and September 
21 belong to Virgo. 

While Virgo persons are not of the 
spectacular type or temperament, such 
as those born under the more active car- 
dinal signs, they are much needed in this 
world for their steady usefulness and 
substantial qualities. Virgo is the sign 
of labor without which there would not 
be much progress or advancement. In 
business, commerce, educational and 
publishing activities, the Virgo people 
will be found in the lead. They also 
share the spotlight in the literary and 
artistic world. 

Among top celebrities born under Vir- 
go are Associated Negro Press director 
Claude Barnett (September 16), famed 
scholar Alain Locke (September 13), 
NAACP leader Roy Wilkins (August 
30) and band leader Charley Parker 
(August 29). 

Virgo is often related to food and 
clothing. It governs that portion of the 
year devoted to the harvest. Virgo-born 
must have order, method, -harmony and 
agreeable environment. They either wilt 
or become morose in any situation or 
place that is not well managed and neat 
appearing. They are the most particu- 
lar persons in a general sense of the 
twelve signs. 

Being intensely critical-minded and 
placing all that concerns them under a 
severe analysis, they appear to other 
temperaments to go out of their way to 
be fussy and fault-finding. They insist 
upon everything being in correct form 
or usage, which is all very good, unless 
carried to an extreme. 

Virgo is ruled by the planet Mercury 
whose number is 5, with 3, 7, 9 in friend- 
ly association. In the money depari- 
ment the financial planet Venus has con- 
trol with its number 6, which links up 
with the numbers 2, 4, and 8. Capricorn 


is the sign governing romance and love 
as well as ventures, speculation and 
games of chance. This brings a serious- 
ness into all matters entering into this 
phase of life and affairs. Best results 
mature from planning and thoughtful 
study of each situation before and not 
following action. The number 8 and 
planet Saturn are assigned to Capricorn. 

Virgos strive to exact a standard of 
behavior upon the part of themselves and 
others and when this becomes too exact- 
ing leads to dissension. 

Due to their rigid demands it is ad- 
visable that Virgo persons—male and 
female—adopt a practical procedure in 
the forming of domestic or business part- 
nerships or in their social connections, It 
will be found that persons born under 
Taurus and Capricorn view life in a 
more agreeable manner, which makes for 
happiness and contentment. Cancer and 
Scorpio match well with Virgo. -Pisces 
is the natural partnership sign. A dis- 
ruption may mature at times due to the 
carelessness of Pisces and over particu- 
larness of Virgo. Somber hues, dark 
greys and yellow are colors favorable to 
Virgo. Carnelian, topaz and agates are 
jewels. Best flowers are those with blue 
or yellow colors. On the 6th the num- 
bers 8, 9 and 8 show prominence; the 
17th, 1, 9 and 1; and the 23rd 7, 6, 5. 
Other number combinations are 1, 4, 9; 
then 6, 7, 8. 

For the month of September I have 
selected the following days favorable to 
action for those born under the 12 signs 
of the Zodiac. 

Aries: 3, 6, 7, 12, 15, 16, 25. 

Taurus: 1, 3, 5, 9, 16, 18, 23, 28. 

Gemini: 1, 3, 5, 9, 16, 18, 20, 25. 

Cancer: 1, 3, 5, 6, 13, 18, 23, 27. 

Leo: 3, 7, 9, 10, 16, 20, 25, 29. 

Virgo: 1, 4, 5, 9, 18, 22, 26, 27. 

Libra: 1, 2, 5, 7, 16, 18, 25, 30. 

Scorpio: 1, 3, 4, 5, 8, 13, 22, 27. 

Sagittarius: 3, 6, 7, 8, 11, 15, 25. 

Capricorn: 1, 3, 5, 7, 11, 2-, 25. 

Aquarius: 1, 5, 6, 13, 16, 23, 28. 

Pisces: 4, 5, 8, 9, 13, 18, 23, 26. 


By Helen Sides 


CENE a vocation is not a.simple 

matter, but a choice must be made 
since most of us have to “earn a living." 
Without considering the seriousness of 
the situation, too often we select those 
jobs which require the least effort for 
the most profit. 

Fortunate are those who are engaged 
in jobs where their natural abilities can 
best be utilized. To secure a job we need 
technical knowledge, that is the basic re- 
quirement; but our personal qualities 
influence the holding of the job and the 
progress we make on it. 

Think of the different times you have 
shifted from one job to another, not be- 
cause you were unable to do the work 
but because you didn't like the job. 
You weren't giving expression to the 
dynamic force within you. This trial and 
error method leads to wasted years. If 
you knew exactly what your aptitudes 
were and in what jobs they were valua- 
ble, you would have no difficulty in se- 
lecting a job which would give you 
happiness as well as security. Hand- 
writing analysis can be of help to you in 
vocational guidance, by telling you what 
jobs you are best “suited” for. 

Now let us look at the handwriting 
of a singer. Dinah Washington is a per- 


son who has found the work which. 


Й » J 4 r e 
"suits" her. We can see how her charac- 
teristics fulfill the qualifications de- 
manded in the field in which she works. 
The depth of feeling she expresses in 
her singing which stirs her listeners is 
revealed in her writing (right slant and 
heavy pressure). Her smooth flowing 
script, coupled with the pressure of her 
writing indicates her inherent sense of 
rhythm and physical vitality. With her te- 
nacity of purpose (hook-like endings on 
words), and determination (added pres- 
sure on down strokes), she can superbly 
put over songs. (Continued on page 59) 
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deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover 
up) unpleasant or embarrassing odors, and 
yet they have no “medicine” or “disinfectant” 
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Norforms are small vaginal suppositories 
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keep in any climate. Your druggist has 
them in boxes of 12 and 24. 
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NEW Figure Mold 
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WDE- 


17 SECTIONAL 
FEATURES STREAM- 
LINE WAISTLINE 
HIDE 
BULGES 


Say “goodbye” 

to that unbecom- 

ing tummy bulge 
andclumsywaist- 

line. Instead EN- 

JOY what your fig- 

ure needs most — 
HIDE - А - WAIST. 
Presto-chango, like 
magic, you have. 
graceful, alluring 
curves. Unwanted 
bulges are evenly and 
comfortably banished. 
17 sectional features 
mold the most flatter- 
ing curves. Keep you 
smoothly shapely no 
matter what position... 
sit, bend, stand, walk 
and dance with com- 
fortable, even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
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The 17 sections auto- 
matically shape your 
figure to new loveli- 
ness. You get needed 
control with unbeliev- 
able comfort. The spe- 
cially designed con- 
cave effect is the 
secret of glamorous 
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look thin and stylish 
no matter what their 
size. These wonder- 
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HIDE-A-WAIST to 
adapt itself to your 
own diaphragm and 
tummy. You've never enjoyed 7 
so much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


10 DAY TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 

lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 

Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 

extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted by Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I’ve been ac- 
companying a young man for seven 
months and now we are engaged. He 
has also been called to the army.  Be- 
fore he left we were doing nicely. Then 
after he was called to the army, he went 
around asking other girls for dates. I 
would like to know why you think he did 
that? He writes and tells me he cares the 

world and all for me. 
Louise 

Dear Louise: No matter how strong 
and brave a man might pretend to be, he 
may often do rather queer things in that 
period immediately following his call to 
the army. As a rule this means a com- 
plete break in a young man's way of life 
and we should not get too excited at 
some of the things a man might do. Just 
bide your time and forget what hap- 
pened at that time. 

3* * * 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I married when I 
was 15 and my husband was 22. I am 
now 19 and will soon be 20. We have 
no children and when I mention them he 
says he is not ready to have children. 
However, that isn’t my problem for I 
have seen quite a few couples who do 
have children not getting along. My 
problem is that my husband never takes 
me out anywhere but to the movies and 
visiting with friends. He doesn’t want 
me to go out. - You see he doesn’t drink 
or smoke and, although not proud to say 
it, I do. We even have different friends 
although I try to satisfy him by going 
where he wants to go. He usually doesn’t 
want to go out when I want to go. I am 
on the verge of asking for a divorce. I 
figure he has had his fun and: when I 
was married I was too young to have 
any fun. Now I see what I have been 
missing. He is good to me in every way 
but that. Everybody comes back and 
tell me what a good time they have had 
and all I can talk about is some picture 
I have seen. I am sure I love him but 
I enjoy a good time too. 

Mrs. Betty M. 


Dear Betty: If you are sure you love 
your husband and have no more grounds 
for divorce than you mention'in your 
letter you would be foolish to try to get 
one. It seems to me that you and your 
husband should be able to find some 
common recreation that you could enjoy 
together. He likes movies and visiting 
his friends. You obviously like movies 
and visiting your friends—but evidently 
one of your big troubles is that you do 
not enjoy visiting the same friends, This 
is nothing unusual among married cou- 
ples. You should be able to keep your. 
friends and he his. Among them there 
should be a small group of friends whom 
you both enjoy. It is up to you to find 
out which of your husband’s friends are 
most acceptable to you and which of 
yours are most acceptable to him. Then 
try to arrange get-togethers. with these 
friends. 

The matter of your smoking and tak- 
ing an occasional drink shouldn’t con- 
flict with his not smoking or drinking. 
There are many happy couples who are 
divided on the smoking and drinking 
business. For recreation why don’t you 
both agreé to try something entirely dif- 
ferent. If neither of you has ever played 
tennis—try it. If neither has ever gone 
fishing, go fishing together. Instead of 
a movie some night, go to see a play. 
Eventually I think the two of you will 
find something that you really like to do 
together and your problems will be 
solved. Just forget about a divorce for 
the present. 

* * + 

Dear Mrs. Jackson: I have a daughter 
who is only 14 years old and she thinks 
I am being unfair to her because I won't 
let her have company and go to parties: 
She tells me that her friends" mothers let 
them go. I don't think I’m being unfair 
to her for I love her dearly and I want 
her to have fun but I think she's too 
young. I have one other daughter who 
is 17. Naturally (Continued on Page 51) 


*They were right about one thing, darling. 
" я I guess everybody knows now that I’m 
т S nothing but a hustler ; that all my life Pve 
A Ny lied and cheated апа... 


o laughed in his face when Rita’s father sud- 

denly asked me what I did for a living. But actually 
I didn’t crack a smile because that’s not the thing to 
do when you're asking a man for his daughter's hand 


in marriage, especially when that man happens to be 
Fred P. Dobbs, one of the city's most successful busi- 
nessmen. 

For reasons I couldn't explain to even myself, I had 
proposed to Rita. Not that I didn't love her—when a 
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guy like me offers to make it legal, it 
must be love—but ever since I was 18 
years old Га been slick enough to out- 
maneuver any woman with that bound- 
for-the-altar look in her eyes. 

Now, of my own free will, I was 
making what I’d always called a sucker 
play. But I wasn't sorry. Just looking 
at Rita as she sat next to her mother 
giving me that pixie-like smile of hers 
brought back the same sinking sensa- 
tion in the pit of my stomach that hit 
me the first time I met her. How a girl 
with her looks and class happened to 
fall for a mug like me was the original 
$64 question. ч 

However, at the moment, Mr. Dobbs 
was doing the asking and I had to come 
up with the right answers. The trouble 
was, the right answers would be all 
wrong—I didn't work and Га never 
held down a job in my life. 

I was a hustler, a guy who lived by 
his wits. At one time or another I 
had dealt blackjack, cut poker games, 
been a numbers runner, operated a 
bookie joint, been a partner in a “pro- 
tection" racket scheme, and once when 
things got really tough, even let a woman 
keep me. My activities were not crim- 
inal, mind you, just slightly illegal. 
Nevertheless, I had skirted too close to 
the fringes of the underworld to be a 
suitable candidate for husband of the 
cultured, Howard U.-trained Rita Dobbs. 

So when Mr. Dobbs lighted up his ex- 
pensive Havana cigar and casually asked 
me how I'd support a wife, I was 
stumped. To.tell him the truth—that I 
was managing Big Ned Alton's bookie 
joint—was out of the question. Mr. 
Dobbs was a solid citizen, head of the 
Dobbs Cosmetic company, and any 
„prospective son-in-law of his would have 
to be strictly “legit.” 

Mr. Dobbs savored the taste of his 
cigar and puffed out a cloud of blue- 
white smoke. “Come now, Arnold!” he 
chuckled, *don't tell me you're bash- 
ful. АП I asked you was, can you sup- 
port my daughter in the style to which 
she's accustomed?” 

"You stop teasing the poor boy, 
Fred!” scolded Mrs. Dobbs. “Why, I 
still remember how your knees shook 
when you told Papa ‘уои wanted to 
marry me.” 

Rita went over behind her father’s 
chair and patted his balding head. 
“Don’t mind him, Arnold darling,” she 
said to me. “His bark is worse than his 
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bite. And as for you, Daddy, maybe 
Arnold doesn’t make as much money 
as you on his salesman’s job, but we'll 
get along. I intend to help my husband 
get ahead, just as mother did with you!” 

"There's your answer, Fred," Mrs. 
Dobbs said, getting to her feet. *He's 
a salesman. And with Rita beside him 
I wouldn't be a bit surprised if he 
ended up owning the business." She 
сате over to me, leaned down and 
planted a kiss on my cheek. “Anyway, 
I think Arnold’s a nice young man and 
Fd love to have him for my son-in-law.” 

Mr. Dobbs glowered at his wife and 
daughter for a moment, then exploded 
into good-natured laughter. “See that, 
Arnold? Let it be a lesson to you. 
When these two women gang up on 
you, you're like a lost ball in high 
weeds, might as well give up. Well, I 
know when I’m licked. Welcome into 
the family, son!” 

Breathing a sigh of relief, I went over 
and shook his outstretched hand. “Thank 
you, sir. ГЇЇ do my best to make Rita 
happy." 

“You'd better!” 

Mrs. Dobbs pulled him to his feet. 
“Come on, Fred. Can’t you see they 
want to be alone?” As the two of them 
left the room, she turned and blew us 
a kiss. “Good luck!” she called. 

Rita ran into my waiting arms and 
the ordeal was over. “Oh, darling, I’m 
so happy!” she whispered, nestling her 
head on my shoulder. 

“So am I, baby!" I said huskily, 
stroking her long black hair. I planted 
a kiss on the curve of her neck and felt 
her tremble in my embrace. Lifting her 
chin, I studied her lovely heart-shaped 
face—the soft brown eyes, the pert little 
nose, her lips parted invitingly, reveal- 
ing her white, even teeth. 

The love, the faith, the subdued pas- 
sion that shone in her eyes made me 
forget my sordid past, the false colors 
I was sailing under, the half-truths I'd 
been forced to tell. At that moment all 
that mattered was the lovely girl so close 
to me, whose lips were as soft and sweet 
and red as a rosebud, whose eyes held 
a promise that made my heart do acro- 
batics. . . 


HERE WAS all the difference of 
night and day between Rita and the 
women I'd known before. There was a 
freshness about her, a sincerity that was 
a welcome relief from all the phoney 


glitter and glamour that surrounded me 
after I left school to find an easy way 
to make a living. The going had been 
rough until I learned my way around 
the hustlers and smooth operators. I 
was aware that I had an attraction for 
women and more than once I had to 
fight down the temptation to use them 
for my own selfish purposes as some of 
the fellows did. But I had a healthy 
contempt for the men who cashed in 
on their charm, using gullible women 
as meal tickets—and more. 

Only once did I allow myself to take 


the easy way out. I had gone into a 
“protection” association with a slick 
con man named Miller. In reality, it 
was a shakedown racket in which we 
"sold" protection from the law to oper- 
ators of after-hours joints. For a time, 
we had smooth sailing, and being young 
and inexperienced, I turned over my col- 
lections to Miller, the brains of the out- 
fit. 

One night while making the rounds of 
our customers, the second-floor flat I 
visited was raided. I barely managed 
to get away, down the back stairs and 


through the alley. Taking a high board 
fence, my leap wasn't high enough and 
I landed in a heap—with a fractured 
leg. Somehow, I managed to make it to 
the flat where Miller rented a room. A 
tall, tan woman, exotic looking with her 
high cheekbones and dark, deep-set eyes 
answered the door and told me Miller 
had left town a few hours before. The 
news hit me like a left hook from Sugar 
Ray—I'd been tricked! Miller had ob- 
viously gotten wind of the scheduled 
raid and had cut out, taking my share 
of the cash with him. This, and the 


pain that was shooting through my in- 
jured leg. was too much for me to take 
and I blacked out. 

When І came to, I was lying on a 
frilly bed in a room that must have 
been drenched in perfume from each 
one of the two dozen various-shaped 
bottles I saw arranged on a woman's 
dressing table. My leg had been band- 
aged and I felt much better. I heard a 
low, throaty voice say, “The doctor he 
say you will be all well soon." 

I raised -myself on one elbow and 
glanced around. In a corner of the 
room, reclining on a chaise lounge, was 
the woman who had met me at the door. 
“Tve got to get out of here—things to 
do," I said, and my voice sounded like 
somebody else's. 

"You stay here. Tico, she take care 
of you,” the woman told me. “You will 
like it here!" 

Getting a good look at her, I realized 
that it would be the easiest thing in the 
world to like it there. 

But I said, ^I can't stay here. Гуе 
got to locate that rat Miller and get my 
dough." I knew all the while that it was 
a hopeless task. 

Tico wrinkled her nose. “That Miller, 
all the time he live here he keep bother- 
ing me. No good!" 

I can't say I could blame him for 
making a pass at Tico. Ї was curious 
about her name and the funny accent 
she had. She told me she was Puerto 
Rican. I wondered if it were an act, 
but whether it was or not, she sure put 
it over. Letting my head drop back on 
the pillow, I tried to figure my next step. 
I was broke, banged up, and certainly 
in no condition to walk out on Tico's 
offer of a hideout. Laying low until my 
leg healed and the cops cooled off was 
the only smart thing to do, and I finally 
resigned myself to it. But I promised 
myself that it would be nothing more 
than that, and I kept that promise. 

In а week, I was able to hobble 
around with the aid of a cane and I left 
Tico's plush hospitality. Three weeks 
later I sent her a $50 money order. I'd 
hit a run of luck in a poker game and 
won enough to get a stake. А short time 
later I met Rita, and Tico became less 
than a memory... . 

And now, despite the wide difference 
in our backgrounds, I was marrying the 
girl. Fortunately, Rita didn’t object to a 
simple wedding ceremony, although it 
was apparent (Continued on Page 77) 
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“You kissed me andl 
than 


T WAS like the end of the world, the 
end of the universe—everything. My 
speeding jeep bounced along the road 
from Tokyo towards the suburbs of 
Kawasaki like a cork tossed in a raging 
sea. What had been solid ground a few 
minutes ago was turned into a heaving, 
quivering mass of earth and rock by the 
earthquake I was trying to outrun. 
I tightened my grip on the wheel and 
jammed the accelerator to the floor. I 
had to reach Kawasaki and find Nikki 
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before it was too late. Ghostly, terrify- 
ing shapes flew past me in the night as 
the headlight cut through the darkness. 
All I could think of was that Nikki, my 
lovely little Lotus Blossom, might be ly- 
ing broken and bruised somewhere un- 
der a heap of debris caused by the quake. 

Then it happened. There was a mighty 
tremor and the whole road split in two. 
The wheels of the jeep flailed the air 
helplessly and I cut the switch just as the 
car landed on one side and rolled into 


a ditch. Something hit my arm and 
waves of pain drenched over me. For 
a brief moment I visualized Nikki’s doll- 
like, sloe-eyed face. The pain grew un- 
bearable and I guess I must have gone 
out of my mind because Nikki’s face 
floated so close to mine it seemed I could 
reach out and touch it. A million memo- 
ries came flooding back to me—watch- 
ing the ships in the Bay, with Nikki at 


my side; holding hands with her in a 
teashop; feeling the warm softness of her 


as we danced together one unforgettable 
night. 

It was just an ordinary joint we were 
at, but the music was soft and sweet fo1 
achange. Evidently, someone had made 
a mistake and included a romantic ballad 
among the usual jitterbug records that 
cluttered the juke boxes in most of those 
places. Anyway, the music was a wel- 
come relief from the blaring melodies 
we'd been listening to all evening. This 
was my first time out with Nikki and I 
was anxious to make a good impression. 
I had found the most respectable place 
around, and I sipped my beer as if it 
were champagne. 

Finally, I held out my hand to Nikki 
and said, “Shall we dance?” trying to 
make a joke of it to hide my self-con- 
sciousness. 

I led her out to the floor and she 
floated into my arms as if she belonged 
there. I held her gingerly at first, as if 
she were a fragile doll, and we danced 
without speaking. Then, she laid her 
head on my chest and I could hear her 
humming the melody of the song we 
were dancing to. “It’s lovely, Bill," she 
said, raising her head and smiling into 
my eyes. 

“You're lovely,” I said softly. 

She didn’t reply for a long time and I 
wondered if I had offended her. There 
were so many things—so many customs 
I hadn't learned yet. This business about 
the Japanese being so quaint and simple 
and unemotional never made an impres- 
sion on me, mainly because I’d heard 
Negroes described that way so many 
times; I knew from experience how false 
such attitudes are. I closed my eyes 
and pressed her close. The subtle, exotic 
scent of her hair had the delightful frag- 
rance of jasmine flowers. 

"Pm glad you said that, Bill,” she 
breathed, and I realized then that it 
wasn’t the outward differences between 
us that made me so shaky, that gave me 
the runny, spine-tingling sensation at 
holding her in my arms for the first 
time—it would have been the same with 
any girl who’d won my heart as com- 
pletely as Nikki had. 

When I took her home later that night, 
we stood for a moment in the shadows. 
A patch of moonlight filtered down and 
lay like a gentle caress on Nikki's round- 
ed cheek.- I bent my head to her up- 
turned face. I saw her long, dark lashes 
flutter and veil her limpid eyes. 

Then her face loomed larger and 
larger until it blotted out everything and 
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only the pain and the darkness and the 
aloneness remained. I blacked out... . 


UCCINI’S OPERA, Madam Butterfly, 

may have a great love story for its 
theme, but it is nothing compared to my 
East-meets-West romance. The way it all 
happened — and what happened — was 
like something out of one of those de- 
lightful Japanese fairy tales, illustrated 
so charmingly with colorful prints. 

From the very beginning I had been 
intrigued when orders came through 
alerting our outfit for duty in Japan. 
Of course, we didn’t know where we 
were bound until we got to the Port of 
Embarkation in San Francisco, although 
I had a good notion what our final des- 
tination would be when we boarded a 
west-bound train from camp. 
ber mentioning my hunch to Eddie Gar- 
land, my buddy, who was a vet of the 
second Big Scrap. 

He opened one eye and drawled, 
"Where'd you get that latrine rumor? 
Or did the colonel pass the word to you 
just because you're Corporal Bill Mur- 
ray?" : 

“It. stands to reason," I insisted. 
“Were heading west and "Frisco is west, 
and that's the jumping off place for 
Japan. It makes sense," I added. 

Eddie slid up to a sitting position, 
wide awake now, and although I knew I 
had started something, I didn’t mind be- 
cause I couldn’t sleep and I was tired of 
looking out the window at the wide open 
spaces that sped past. “Man, you’ve 
been around long enough to know that 
nothing this army does makes sense!” 
he declared. “If the army wants to send 
you east, they ship you west. It'll hap- 
pen every time. Why, when I went over- 
seas last time they gave me a dozen dif- 
ferent shots for tropical diseases, and 
where did I wind up? In Germany!" 

I got a bang out of Eddie's griping, 
and I knew it was only half serious be- 
cause he'd chosen to stay in uniform 
after the war ended. But his one-man 
war against army brass and regulations 
was always good for a laugh. “Just the 
same, Eddie, ГЇЇ bet you a dollar to a 
doughnut it's Japan,” I said. 

He merely snorted and gazed out the 
window for a while. “Well, one thing,” 
he said at last, lighting up a smoke, “If 
those geisha girls are half as friendly as 
the frauleins were, it'll be a pretty good 
deal." 

“There you go,” I laughed. 
thinking about women!” 


“Always 


I remem- 


Eddie shot me an indignant glance. 
“Don’t you?” 

“Of course, but always about the same 
one. I’m going to marry Clarice when 
I get out of here,” I told him. 

“That’s your business,” he replied. 
“But my motto is, why marry and make. 
one woman miserable when you can stay 
single and make a whole gob of women 


p 


happy! 

Eddie closed his eyes and dozed, and 
my thoughts drifted to Clarice, the girl 
Га left back in Tulsa. Га never have 
enlisted if I had met her first, and now 
we'd have to wait until I got back from 
wherever it was the army was taking 
me. As the train rattled on towards San 
Francisco—and Japan, as it turned out 
—little did I realize what surprises Fate- 
had in store for me once I arrived in 
Nippon. 

My first surprise, and a pleasant one, 
came with my assignment to a motor’ 
pool in Tokyo as mechanic, with an ad- 
vance in rating. I had graduated from 
trade school and loved to tinker with 
motors and anything mechanical. But 
knowing that Eddie's philosophy: was 
partly true, I expected that being a me- 
chanic, the army would figure I'd make 
a good mess sergeant. But there I was 
in charge of a fleet of staff cars, doing 
the kind of work I liked. 


Now and then I did some chauffeur- 


‘ing, which gave me a wonderful chance 


to see the country. I didn't drive for any 
of the big shots of the Far East Com- 
mand, but for technicians and specialists 
whose assignments took them all over 
Honshu, the main island of Japan. 

Eddie was having himself a ball, as he 
put it. “You gotta know how to op- 
erate," he explained one night as we sat 
sipping beer in a little joint where noth- 
ing much was happening. “The first 
thing you do is throw all the nurses, 
WACs and female civilians outta your 
mind. They're strictly for guys with 
bars on their shoulder. 

""That means you concentrate on the 
local talent. You can divide them into 
two kinds—those you find in joints like 
this looking for drinks or anything else 
they can talk you out оў. Later for them 
—much later 

I followed Eddie's glance around the 
place. А slim Japanese girl, her face 
coated with powder and paint, stood at 
the juke box with a GI. At the small 
tables sat couples laughing and talking 
and drinking as if they were determined 
to have a good time. Except for the 


saffron-colored, almond-eyed girls, the 
scene might have been any Stateside beer 


joint. “What about the other kind?" 
I asked. 

"They're the nice kind. 
what I mean, respectable," he replied. 
"The kind who'l invite you to their 
home. I remember in Germany—" Не 
paused and smiled reflectively at the 
mere mention of the days when he 
"never had it so good before." 

“Of course, if you don't watch your 


You know 


step you might wind up marrying one of 
them." 

I shook my head firmly. “Not me. 
Clarice is the only woman in my life." 

And surprisingly enough, that was the 
truth. Of course, I appreciated a pretty 
face or a shapely leg as much as anyone, 
but with my work and my regular letters 
from Clarice, I was content. I had no 


desire to form any temporary or perma- 
nent attachments with other women just 
because I couldn’t get a week-end pass 
to go see the girl I was practically en- 
gaged to. 


HEN I HAD time on my hands, Га 

take my camera and go sight-seeing 
through the city. I had built a tiny 
darkroom in one corner of the shop and 
I had a nice collection of pretty fair 
photographs—shots of the Imperial Diet 
building, the Nippon theater in down- 
town Tokyo, with its circular front, the 
beautiful temples at Kyoto, even Mount 
Fujiyama. 

It was this hobby of mine that led to 
another of the pleasant experiences I'd 
had so far. I had driven a captain in 
the medical corps to Yokohama and on 
the way back to Tokyo, he happened to 


notice my camera lying on the front seat 
beside me. He leaned over and picked 
it up. “So you're a shutter-hug, too?” 
he chuckled, as he examined the camera. 

“Well, I like to make snapshots when- 
ever I go to a new part of the country, 
sir," I told him. 

“Nonsense, sergeant, with a box like 
this, you probably do a lot more than 
‘make snapshots’.” 

Then I told him about my darkroom 
and we got to talking about our mutual 
hobby. Finally, a thought occurred to 
him. “Say, you’re just the man who can 
help me,” he burst out excitedly. “You 
can do me a favor, if you will.” 

“Be glad to, Captain.” He was a good 
Joe, and although I had long ago learned 
never to volunteer for anything in the 
army, this was a little different. As it 
turned out, it wasn’t a chore at all. He 
had been trying to get a certain type 
Japanese camera and had heard about a 
small exporter who might have one on 
hand. As we drove through Kawasaki, 
on the outskirts of Tokyo, the officer 
pointed out the little shop to me. It was 
closed, but he suggested I go there the 
first time I was free. 

“Г so busy, I can't get by there my- 
self,” he explained. “But I’m definitely 
going to dróp by and take a look at your 
prints.” 

It was several days before I had any 
free time. Then, one afternoon I was 
able to get away for a few hours, so I 
piled into a jeep and drove to Kawasaki. 
I had no trouble finding the little shop 
and I parked across the street. Just then 
a woman came out of the shop leading a 
little boy by the hand. She was dressed 
in traditional Japanese style, solid col- 
ored kimono, indicating that she was a 
married woman, because usually girls 
and young women wear brightly colored 
She paused for a few moments, 
one hand at the obi tied about her waist, 
the other clasping the hand of the child. 

Instinctively, I opened my camera, fo- 
cused and snapped the shutter just in 
time to catch her in that very interesting 
Oblivious of me, she went her 


ones. 


pose. 
way down the street and I entered the 
shop. The moment I passed through the 
door into the quiet dimness, I heard the 
tinkle of glass bells and again I was 
struck by the delicate beauty of the coun- 
try and its people. The place was not a 
salesroom, for the room was bare except 
for some prints and scrolls on the walls 
and a lone showcase, containing a few 
pieces of carved (Continued on Page 52) 
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The Electric Chair! 


Here is the unbelievable true story of a man who escaped the 
law for 13 years but who could not escape his conscience and 
finally returned to confess his crime and face delayed justice 


HIRTEEN YEARS AGO, on a calm, 
sunny Sabbath afternoon, I violated 
the Sixth Commandment. I killed a man. 
For thirteen years I lived the life of 
a hunted animal, scared of shadows, 
breaking out into a cold sweat at the 
dull rap on a door, the shrill peal of a 
bell, existing in a horror chamber of 
guilty conscience by day and a fantasy 
of haunted nightmare by night. 

For thirteen years, I lived a double 
life, masquerading under a false name, 
holding a respected position as a solid 
citizen, pillar of the church and business- 
man in my community and guarding 
closely, even from those I love best—my 
wife and stepson—the fact that, in the 
eyes of the law, I was a murderer. 

I am still in business on Chicago's 
South Side and, even now, I have the 
love and warmth of my family and the 
respect of my neighbors. But the terror 
is gone and the shadows have faded 
away because of a great miracle which 
has made it possible for me to face the 
world with a new hope and to walk the 
streets without fear. 

Chicago newspapers have tried—un- 
successfully—to tell my story. I have 
managed to thwart them at every turn 
because I do not want disgrace or scan- 
dal to touch those nearest and dearest 
to me. I have agreed to tell that story 
in this magazine because I hope that 
good will come out of the telling; be- 
cause I want someone else—just one 


in Him can cause miracles. I have asked 
the editors of Tan CONFESSIONS to save 
my family from embarrassment by 
shielding my true identity. 


M Y CHILDHOOD was spent in Geor- 
gia. I remember my parents as 
hard-working people who had nothing 
but goodness and trust in a Divine Be- 
ing. They gave me and the rest of their 
children the fundamental necessities of 
life—clothes, food and shelter, but they 
instilled in us a deep religious sense, a 
respect for the church and for God. 
One of my closest friends, in my home- 


. town in Georgia, was Jerry Walters, my 


cousin. Аз boys, we played and fished, 
went. to school together. When, in his 
early teens, Jerry left home to go to New 
York I promised him that, if I ever went 
North, I would look him up. 

At the age of eighteen, I left Georgia 
seeking new and bigger opportunity. 
Arrived in New York, how happy I was 
to find my cousin and to note that he 
was doing well, living a happy life. Jerry 
acquainted me with all the strange, new 
ways of the teeming city and I became 
a bootblack in Brooklyn, earning com- 
fortable wages and living in the same 
neighborhood where Jerry lived. 

Several years after I had arrived in 
Brooklyn, Jerry met a girl with whom 
he became madly infatuated. She be- 
came his common-law wife and they 
lived together in Brooklyn's Bedford- 


person who reads these words—to find Stuyvesant section. Jerry's sweetheart 
in them the inspiration to face his sinful 
past with courage and faith in God and 
to realize the happiness and salvation 
which has come to me—all because, various clubs together. I was happy to 


€ when I was a child, I learned that faith see my cousin (Continued on Page 66) 
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1 would lay in my bed, staring а into the blackness, 

imagining that at any minute a loii knock would sound on my 

"door and the police would be there ta take me back to pay the 
price of my crime 


was an attractive, pleasant woman and 
the three of us spent many pleasant hours 
together at their home—or going out to 
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Music arranger recalls years with famous showman 
when he scored numbers for Will Rogers, 
gave George Gershwin his first theater job 
and orchestrated music for some 


of America's most beautiful women 


In his home at Saratoga 
Springs, N. Y., Will Vod- 
rey runs through some 
of the music he helped 
make famous with Flo 
Ziegfeld. 


BY WILLIAM VODREY 


№” LONG АСО а friend sent me а newspaper clipping 

of an interview with popular movie actress Billie Burke, 
widow of the great Broadway producer, Flo Ziegfeld. She 
was making a personal appearance in connection with pub- 
lication of her autobiography, With A.Feather In My Nose, 
and was quoted: 

“Mr. Ziegfeld felt that Bill Vodrey was a genius. When- 
ever anyone wanted fine arrangements and beautiful music, 
well, Vodrey created the score. My late husband always 
said, ‘No one can do music like Bill Vodrey. They were 
close friends.” 

The newspaper story turned back the pages of the past and 
brought fond memories of my years of association with 
“Junior,” as I used to call Ziegfeld. I started thinking with 
nostalgia of those wonderful golden days when I had the 
best seat in the house for almost two decades on Broadway 
when Ziegfeld was glorifying the American girl. Literally 
speaking, I was in the “orchestra” when such famous beau- 
ties as Marian Davies, Paulette Goddard, the Dolly Sisters, 
Miriam Hopkins and Marilyn Miller pranced across the 


stage. You see, they were dancing to music I had arranged 
and orchestrated for Ziegfeld. 

I hummed the tune of Pony Boy and remembered how I 
first scored the number for wonderful Will Rogers, who be- 
came my close friend. I remember working with Bert Wil- 
liams and Jules Bledsoe when they were in their glory as 
stars in the Follies and in Show Boat. It made me feel good 
to recall that day when I helped give George Gershwin his 
start as a composer by giving him a job as rehearsal pianist 
for a Ziegfeld show. Then there was the time when the great 
composer Victor Herbert rushed to congratulate me on an 
orchestration I had done of his work. 

But best of all my memories are those fabulous days when 
I worked with Ziegfeld. I got to know him pretty well. 
*Junior" was a quiet, almost retiring man, but he knew what 
he wanted and would spare no expense or effort to get it. 
He was not the typical hair-pulling, excitable Broadway pro- 
ducer and preferred writing letters to getting involved in 
long, drawn-out arguments. But when the occasion arose, 
he could toss his weight around. 


(far left) directed star Florence Mills ( with black top hat) and Shelton Brooks (second from right), who wrote Some of These Days. 
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Flo Ziegfeld for years used Vodrey to do 

all music arrangements of his big shows, 

also trusted Vodreys judgment in lining 
up talent for revues. 


Ziegfeld had a great appreciation for 
Negro artistry and beauty. I still have 
a letter he wrote me in which he referred 
to a Negro girl he wanted me to-hire for 
one of his shows. She was then appear- 
ing at the old Plantation Club at 50th 
and Broadway and was, in Ziegfeld’s 
own words, “a beauty and a great 
dancer.” 

But outside of myself, Bert Williams 
was the only Negro artist Florenz Zieg- 
feld ever employed to any great extent, 
although now and then a light-skinned 
Negro dancer—like Rita Cardoza— 
would turn up in the chorus line without 
his being aware that she was not white. 
However, Ziegfeld had arranged for a 
fat $1,500-a-week contract for the great 
star, Florence Mills, starting in April of 
1928 but, tragically, Florence died in 
November, 1927. Death lowered the 
final curtain on what would undoubtedly 
have been a triumphant climax to her 
glorious career. 

Ziegfeld hated racial prejudice and on 
at least one occasion personally demon- 
strated to me that he would fight against 
it. Shortly before one edition of his 
Follies was scheduled to open on Broad- 
way, I was instructed to rehearse one of 
the stars, Lily Lorraine, on a new song 
she was to learn. The rehearsals were to 
be at her hotel since the time was short. 

With my briefcase packed with music, 
I went to the Sherry-Netherlands Hotel 
on Fifth Avenue, where she was staying. 
The minute the desk clerk looked up and 
saw me, a frown crossed his face and I 
knew there was going to be trouble. 

“Miss Lorraine, please,” I told him. 
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Bert Williams was only Negro actor to 

work in Ziegfeld Follies for several sea- 

sons, collaborated closely with Vodrey in 
setting up many of his numbers. 


“Miss Lorraine?” his voice was full of 
incredulity. 

“Yes, she’s expecting me.” 

Still unconvinced, he picked up the 
house phone and called her room. After 
a moment he replaced the phone. “She 
says for you to come right up,” he said 
in a surprised voice. He signalled a 
bellboy and I followed him. But we 
walked right past the bank of passenger 
elevators, around a corner to the freight 
car. 

Indignantly, I returned to the desk 
and announced in no uncertain terms 
that I was Miss Lorraine’s guest and had 
no intention of riding up in a freight 
elevator. I saw that there was no point 
in continuing the argument, so I walked 
out. There would just be no rehearsal 
that day. When Ziegfeld asked how 
things went, I said, “Sorry, Junior, but 
there wasn’t a rehearsal.” Then I told 
him what had happened. 

“You were right, Will,” he said. And 
right then and there he picked up the 
phone and gave the hotel management 
hell. “You won’t have any more trouble 
like that!” he said after he had finished. 
And he was right, because from then on 
I was treated like visiting royalty by that 
particular hotel. 16 Ж. 

I scored the music for the Follies from 
1911 on, and came to know the great 
impresario as few others did: — What 
started out as a deal to orchestrate mu- 
sic for Bert Williams, that master of 
comedy and a Ziegfeld star, developed 
into a long and rewarding association 
with the dean of revue producers. 

But all my work wasn’t with the fe- 


T EN | 
Will Rogers, опе of most famous stars to 
come out of Ziegfeld shows, had many of 
his specialty tunes scored by Vodrey, who 

became his close friend. 


male stars or the long-legged, curvaceous 
girls in the chorus. I worked with Jules 
Bledsoe and Paul Robeson on Show 
Boat, with Eddie Cantor in Kid Boots 
and Whoopee, and with Leon Errol, the 
rubber-legged comedian. 

I scored the music for Will Rogers’ 
Pony Boy song which he used in his 
lariat-twirling act in the Follies. Later, 
when I went to Hollywood for Fox Films 
in 1929, Will and I had adjoining bun- 
galows at the studio. T still have the 
studio phone directory in which I’m 
listed along with others of the Fox staff 
then. 

Although I grew very fond of the 
Coast during those months I supervised 
music and directed studio orchestras, I 
never strayed too far—nor stayed too 
long—away from Broadway. 

My first meeting with Ziegfeld was in 
a theater, but under circumstances that 
gave no indication of our future rela- 
tionship. It was in 1904, when Ziegfeld 
was managing the actress Anna Held 
whom he later married, and Sandow, 
who had a strong man act. He was just 
graduating from vaudeville into the thea- 
ter with Miss Bobwhite, a musical star- 
ring Raymond Hitchcock. The show 
played the old Chestnut Theater in Phila- 
delphia, where I was a program boy. I 
recall that between acts one night, Zieg- 
feld handed me a $2 bill for half a dozen 
cigars and two packs of Rameses ciga- 
rettes. 

*Keep the change," he told me. 

That fifty-cent tip, I’m sure, was a 
“big deal” for Ziegfeld, a budding young 
producer, just as it was to me, a strug- 


x - 5 
Florence Mills worked with Vodrey on sev- 
eral shows, was set jor Ziegfeld Follies ap- 
pearance when she died suddenly at height 
of her fame in 1927. 


gling young music student. Seven years 
later, I received a telegram that read: 
COME OVER AT ONCE VERY IM- 
PORTANT. It was from Ziegfeld, now 
a famous Broadway producer, and he 
wanted me to orchestrate the music for 
his Follies of that year. 

Perhaps being born in Philadelphia, 
practically in sight of the Great White 
Way, was what influenced my career in 
music and the theater. My father was 
instructor in Greek at Lincoln Univer- 

y (Pa.) and author. of a Greek text- 

used in the department. Dr. Hugh 
Clark, head of the music school of the 
University of Pennsylvania, was the first 
great influence in my early years and it 
was he who shaped my basic apprecia- 
tion of music. His encouragement was 
a great help. 

It happened that Bert Williams was a 
friend of the family and whenever he 
played Philadelphia he stayed at our 
house. One of his visits occurred dur- 
ing the run of /n Dahomey and as usual 
Bert and his partner, George Walker 
were our house guests. One night there 
was considerable excitement at the 
house. Bert had composed a new song 
and he wanted to get it down on paper. 
He wired New York for a musician to 
come to Philadelphia. 

When I learned that the job would pay 
$10 and expenses, a considerable amount 
in those days, I boldly. announced to 
Williams that he needn't have sent to 
New York to get what he wanted. It was 
right there in the house. I think Bert, a 
veteran entertainer, was a little skeptical 
of my boasting (Continued on Page 47) 


The Sidell Sisters was an act managed by Vodrey. Ziegfeld mentioned he wanted a 
specialty for Show Boat and Vodrey got sisters, who did Apache dance in show. 


Edmonde de Guy was a Ziegfeld star, whom Vodrey met in Paris.‘ When she and partner 
came to New York, they had Vodrey rearrange their act for U. S. audiences. 


The house lights flashed on and there was Clyde sitting out in the audience, a grim look on his face! 


M^» FELT about dancing the way 
other people feel about drinking 
or gambling. So when I got my first 
dancing job, I lied to her about where 
Га been half the night. Now, on what 
I kept telling myself would be my last 
dancing job, I had lied again—this time 
to Larry, the man I loved. 

As I sat in the tiny dressing room 
backstage at the Club Remo, the torrid 
music of the five-piece combo on the 
bandstand came crashing through the 
thin partitions and down the narrow 
corridor I could hear the noisy confu- 
sion in the dressing room shared by half 
a dozen chattering chorus girls. Because 
I was the featured attraction at the no- 
torious night spot, I had a room to 
myself. But the tiny cubicle, with its 
cluttered dressing table and cracked 
mirror, was not calculated to give the 
occupant any delusions of grandeur. 
Like its dance floor, the size of a postage 
stamp, and the noisy, smoke-filled bar, 
and the watered drinks, everything about 
the place proclaimed to the world that 
the Club Remo was one of those joints 
where "anything goes." 

I peered at myself in the foggy mirror. 
Even in the glare of the unshaded light 
bulb dangling from the ceiling, my face 


Clara could not resist the lure 


of bright lights and insisted on becoming 


a dancer despite her mother's objections. But 

she found her night club career a disappointment 

and then to top it off almost lost the one man she loved 
when he discovered her sordid life as a shake dancer 


had a soft, fresh quality; an interesting 
face, a face with character, according io 
an artist for whom I'd once posed. But 
here at the Club Remo I could have been 
a hatchet-faced witch, I reflected bitterly, 
for the patrons didn't flock there to gaze 
into my eyes. For I was the star of the 
show, a hip-shaking shake dancer. . . . 

Of course, I didn't start out with the 
idea of becoming an entertainer barely 
one step above a burlesque girl. No, I 
was interested in dancing as a creative 
art, poetry in motion, something fine 
and beautiful. The kind of dancing I 
saw on one of the rare occasions when 
Mama permitted me to go to a movie. 
Mama was a good woman, kind and 
thoughtful, but convinced that jazz mu- 
sic and any kind of dancing were the 


:“doorway to hell." She was determined 


that her daughter would never go to the 
devil by succumbing to the *ways of the 
flesh." 

But on my 10th birthday, when Uncle 
Henry came by and brought me a huge 
doll with real hair, he asked me what I 
wanted to do to celebrate. 

“You mean anything?" I asked doubt- 
full. "Anything in the whole world?" 

“You name it, Clara honey,” he urged, 
tickling me under the chin. 


“Then take me to show,” I told him. 

From the look on Uncle Henry's face, 
I could see he knew this was a pretty 
big order. But he just hitched up his 
belt and went to Mama to ask her per- 
mission. Mama said “по” right off and 
they argued back and forth for a long 
time. Finally Uncle Henry said, "Let 
the child have some pleasure for once 
in her life, Emma. Lord knows we didn't 
have much fun when we were kids." . 

“You're a fine one to be talking about 
what the Lord knows!" Mama shot back. 
“You, with your breath smelling like a 
brewery.” She looked at me and saw the 
tears of disappointment in my eyes, then 
turned quickly away. : 

As I turned to go to my room where 
I could have a good cry, I heard her say, 
“But seeing that it’s her birthday—well, 
I guess it won’t do any harm.” 

All I remember about that wonderful 
outing with my uncle was that every 
fairy tale Га ever read came to life as I 
saw beautiful girls in short ruffled skirts 
and their handsome partners dance and 
twirl across the screen. Uncle Henry fell 
asleep halfway through the film and so 
I sat there on the edge of-my seat watch- 
ing the picture over and over until at 
last, the house (Continued on Page 70) 

29 


They fought against falling in love but they 

couldn't stop it and then they learned what 

mixed couples must face. Here is a moving plea by a 
white girl who makes an appeal for a new freedom— 
the freedom to marry the man she loves 


I COULDNT 
MARRY MY 
NEGRO LOVER 


Then suddenly, the way Spring comes, with a 
rush when it has long been delayed, we began 
to make love 


AM a white woman in my late twenties. 

My father is a college professor, philos- 
ophy being his field, and, as you might sup- 
pose, I was raised with a surplus of ideals 
and a scarcity of money. 

I must admit, that, in some ways, I was 
very sheltered from the prejudice-forming 
blasts of middle-class American life. I have 
been very grateful for this since I have 
been grown. But this same sheltering force 
also shielded me from many of the realities 
of life. I went away to college at 17, feel- 
ing fully prepared to meet life and, at 19, 


I married one of the most charmingly irre- 
sponsible persons I have ever known. We 
had a whirlwind courtship, a church wed- 
ding, and then settled down to a routine of 
my working to put him through school! 

In four years the honeymoon was over. 
He was in a state hospital in the east with 
a diagnosis of schizophrenia; the outlook 
for recovery for him was hopeless since the 
doctors felt it had existed for some years 
prior to his commitment and the disease 
had firmly established its devastating cyclic 
pattern. By this time we had added two 
small boys to our (Continued on Page 45) 
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In uniform of French army women's auxiliary, 

Jo Baker performed for soldier audiences in 

North Afric and England. She once was re- 
ported dead in North Africa during war. 
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MY LIFE 


She returns to America after success 


reception. On return to Paris 


and she takes important 


BY JOSEPHINE 


Fourth Part Of 


HEN the Normandie docked in 

New York on that fateful day in 
1935, I went down the gangplank with 
the other passengers and found myself 
on American soil for the first time in ten 
years. It was strange returning to my 
native land and feeling a little like a 
stranger in an alien land. I felt lonely 
and a little awkward. 

Ten years previous I had left the 
country as a chorus girl in a Negro re- 
vue headed for Paris. So many things 
had happened in the interval. I had be- 
come successful God was behind me 
every minute of those wonderful ten 
years. He was always at my side guid- 
ing me and giving me strength to go on. 
My name had become important to the 
people of France and in many other 
countries I was considered one of the 
world's foremost performers. I had 
made a lot of money. I had acquired an 
international reputation as one of the 
most "exotic" artists in show business. 


In her Paris apartment in the early 30's at the height of her fame, 
Josephine lived gay, luxurious life. 


STORY 


in Europe to find disappointing 


war breaks out 


part in French underground. 


BAKER 


A Serial 


I knew what it was to be mobbed by 
crowds of admirers and acclaimed by 
cheering first-night audiences in Paris, 
Berlin, Prague, Vienna, London and Rio 
de Janeiro. 

But in my native country I was rela- 
tively unknown. Thousands of Ameri- 
can tourists who had come to Paris dur- 
ing the ten years of mounting success 
that I enjoyed there had seen me per- 
form and come back to the States to talk 
about me. 

They said I had become something of 
a legend. I didn't really know what was 
meant by that. I had worked very hard 
and achieved success. | had seen my 
name in lights in many cities. Fame, I 
discovered, brought many rewards but 
also created new problems. 

And what about the American public? 
I was not sure that they would like the 
new Josephine Baker. I was no longer 
the impish, frolicsome, over-active little 
chorus girl who worked at the end of the 
line in Shuffle Along. I had become 
something else, a different kind of artist, 
and the interest displayed by newspaper- 
men on my arrival in New York showed 
that the United States had heard about 
me. 

To many Americans Josephine Baker 
was a name they had seen in the papers. 
It belonged to a performer, who, the re- 
ports claimed, was doing sensational 
things in Paris. New Yorkers heard, too, 
of how I danced the Charleston at the 
Folies Bergere clad in a string of ba- 
nanas about my midriff. Every now and 
then pictures of me appeared in papers 
in the U. S. showing me striding down 
the Champs-Elysees with my pet leop- 
ards. 

I had become identified in the minds 
of millions of people in many countries 


At her chateau near Dordogne River Jo Baker often entertained many notables, wore 
gorgeous gowns to receive her guests. Her family at present is living at Chateau des 
Mirandes with her. She also maintains a plush apartment in Paris. 
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Cavorting with some of her admirers in Paris night club, 
Josephine Baker tickles chin of an old French admirer. 


with the frantic Charleston, the exotic 
banana dance and animal pets from the 
four corners of the earth. A strange 
aura of mystery surrounded the little 
colored girl from St. Louis who had 
gone abroad and become famous. 

And what of the legend of Josephine 
Baker? I knew nothing about this legend 
business until I returned to the United 
States and found the word constantly 
being coupled with my name. “The 
legend itself came home Thursday 
night,” the New York Times said in re- 
porting my arrival. 

The New York reporters asked me nu- 
merous questions about my experiences 
during the ten years in which I had been 
away. They asked me to corroborate 
some of the fabulous tales that had 
drifted back to America about me, 
stories about my huge income, my auto- 
mobiles, houses, pet leopards and ad- 
mirers. “Is it true,” one reporter asked 
me, “that by 1927 you received 40,000 
love letters and 1,192 proposals of mar- 
riage, Miss Baker?” = 

I smiled and answered, “I received a 
lot of letters.” I was asked what I liked 
about Europe and I said so very frankly. 

Europe represented an old and beau- 
tiful culture and an atmosphere free of 
racial hate. I told the press that I found 
Europe exciting and graceful. In France 
equality was more than a word; it was a 
great reality. I knew because I had lived 
there. I left the U. S. an American citi- 
zen and returned to it a citizen of the 
republic of France. In a real sense, then, 
it was a new Josephine Baker who had 
come back to be one of the stars of the 
Ziegfeld Follies of 1936. 
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The 1936 edition of the Ziegfeld Follies 
opened April 20, 1936 and starred Fan- 
nie Brice, Bob Hope, Gertrude Niesen, 
Judy Canova and the Nicholas Brothers. 

I cannot include my Follies perform- 
ance that year as a success. [ still insist 
that I was a flop. I am afraid that audi- 
ences at the Winter Garden were disap- 
pointed in the “legend.” 

I did three numbers in the Follies 
that. year.. In the first I was a Hindu 
princess at Longchamps race track near 
Paris. It was called *Maharanee." The 
next number I did was titled “5 A.M." 
and in it I portrayed a weary lady of 
glamour who had just completed an 
arduous tour of the cabarets of a big 
city. I sang and danced, supported by a 
group of four dancers, billed as “Shad- 
ows.” The number was staged by the 
distinguished choreographer, Georges 
Balanchine. For it I wore a gold mesh 
dress. For my final appearance I danced 
the Conga. 

My Follies performance was the sub- 
ject of much comment in the New York 
press. The critics described me as “sup- 
ple” and “sinuous” but were definitely 
unimpressed by my performance. One 
theatrical editor called me “the returned 
expatriate.” Another critic had the fol- 
lowing to say about me: “She suggests 
definite talent as a sophisticated song- 
stress and extravagant dancer, but her 
material doesn’t give her much chance 
to enlarge upon the Josephine Baker 
legend.” 

The changes that had taken place in 
my style of performing did not please 
some of the drama critics, one of whom 
wrote, “... her (Continued on Page 59) 


Collector of unique pets, Jo Baker was presented with little leopard 
cub by zoo in Copenhagen during performance in the Danish capital. 


Jo Baker in 
French 


movie. 


Autumn Is Time 


To Take Stock 


N THESE AUTUMN DAYS when the outdoor world is 
donning its glorious array of Fall colors, it’s time to take 
stock before the busy winter ahead. As the youngsters head 
back to school, mother has her hands full getting the house 
back in order after a hectic summer. There’s loads of shop- 
ping to do, maybe the house to redecorate, curtains and 
draperies to hang and the closets to clean. But in the hustle 
and bustle, the kitchen isn't neglected either for these are 
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harvest days when the neighborhood market is filled with 
wonderful things to eat—fresh, home-grown vegetables not 
only to eat but to can and store. Jams and jellies (see page 
36), canned peaches and pears make gratifying table treats 
all winter long. Get into the Fall swing of things early and 
even if the rush gets hectic after a while don’t let it get you 
down. In the coming months you'll look back at these days 
with fond memories. 
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Colorful plum jelly is a long time 
when plums are in season late in summer. Recipe below makes about 11 glasses oj jelly. 


рч unm R 


Wash and pit three pounds of 
plums. Then mash through chop- 
per. Add one cup of water. 


Pour jelly into glasses and while 
warm, cover with melted paraffin. 
Allow two teaspoons wax per jar. 


favorite for the family, is eas; 


ج 


Bring fruit and water to boil. Place in jelly cloth 
and squeeze out juice. Add sugar. Boil, stirring 
constantly. Add V5 cup certo. Boil and skim. 


Sparkling, attractive glasses of fresh homemade 
plum jelly is ready to cover and label and set 
aside on the shelf for fall and winter meals. 


y and inexpensive to make 


It’s Jam 
Time 


HERE IS nothing that adds more 

pep and interest to routine merius in 
the Winter time than good homemade 
jams, jellies and conserves. · And these 
are the days to get busy in your kitchen 
and put up jellies and jams if you want 
your family to enjoy them when the 
snow starts falling. During late Summer 
and early Fall the markets are filled with 
Íresh, vine-ripened, home-grown fruits 
that are within the price range of every- 
one. 

With modern methods and foolproof 
recipes today, there is no need for fail- 
ures that once confronted women in the 
past. Today, almost any housewife with 
the ability to follow a recipe can try her 
hand at jam and jelly making and show 
off her ability to friends all Winter long. 

The making of jam and jelly is not for 


{ the woman who cooks by instinct, who 


just throws all ingredients in the pot and 
then has them come out correctly and 
tasty as she does with a lot of other 
dishes. But neither is jam making as 
tedious as it once was. The long hours 
of cooking and stirring have been elimi- 
nated and short quick cooking methods 
adopted. 

Modern jam and jelly makers whisk 
their material together after following 
directions closely and can turn out a per- 
fect product every time. When grand- 
mother made jelly, she had to depend on 
underripe or green fruits to set her jel- 
lies and many times these green fruits 
detracted from the delicious flavor of the 
finished product. The ingredient that 
grandmother needed for jelly to set or 
congeal enough to use was pectin, found 
in unripe fruits. Unfortunately, the riper 
the fruit, the less pectin it contained. But 
today bottled or powdered fruit pectin 
may be added to the fully-ripened fruit 
to insure a firm, tender texture. 

With modern powdered or bottled pec- 
tin, only a few minutes cooking time is 
required. Since the juices are not boiled 
away, this method yields 50 per cent 
more jam or jelly from the same amount 
of fruit that the old method called for. 

Each season has its best fruit for jelly 
making. If you want to get the most out 
of the season and the best buy for your 


And Jelly 
Again 


money, use the following buying guide: 
Summer: peaches, plums and pears 
are delightful late Summer fruits and 


may be used singly or in pleasing com- | 


binations. 

Autumn: grapes are the perfect choice 
during Indian summer and still continue 
to be America’s favorite jelly. 

Spring: strawberries are the first to 
make their appearance. Raspberries and 
blackberries coincide with the end of the 
strawberry season. 

To make perfect and delicious jellies, 
remember these old and new styled rules: 

In preparing the fruit, select a mixture 


of slightly underripe fruit and prepare Ё 


it in small lots at a time. 

Cut hard ‘fruits, such as crab apples, 
quinces and apples into pieces. Berries 
and currants may be slightly crushed. 

Add enough water to barely cover 
hard fruits (about one pint water for 
each pound of fruit). Currants, grapes 
and berries need only enough water to 
start them cooking (about 14 cup water 


for each quart of fruit). Boil until fruit f 
is tender. Pour the hot cooked fruit at } 


once into a jelly bag and let drip. 

The amount of sugar to be added will 
be determined by the pectin content of 
the juice. The less pectin the less sugar 
used. For juices rich in pectin, use 34 
cup of sugar to one cup of juice; for 
juices poor in pectin, add only 15 cup 
of sugar to one cup of juice. The juice 


Luscious golden-colored peach jam makes wonderful snack-time treat during cold winter 
months. Dice peaches (below) into small bits and add 1 tablespoon of lemon juice. 


should be boiling when the sugar is %7 


added. Cooking of jelly should be done 
as rapidly as possible. Аз a rule jellies 
and preserves made in small quantities 
are more satisfactory. Work with not 
more than 6 to 8 cups of juice at a time. 

In testing for the jelly point, dip a 
spoon or wooden paddle in syrup. As 
the boiling mass nears the jellying point 
it will drop from the side of spoon in 
two drops. When the drops run together 
and slide off in a flake or sheet from the 


side of the spoon, the jelly is finished | 


and should be removed from the heat at 
once. Remove the foam from the jelly 
and pour at once into sterilized jelly 


glasses. The glasses should be dry. Fill f 


glasses with jelly only to within 14 inch 
of the top. 


Sie М m 


e jell and stir until boiling. Add 
34 cup sugar. Stir constantly. Remove from heat, skim and fil glasses. 


Wide variety of joods can be prepared in deep-fat jryer and all have eye appeal that is bound to please the most fastidious appetite. 
Treats that are excellent in fryer are French fried potatoes, shrimp, chicken, onion rings, doughnuts and croquettes. 


Deep Fat Frying 


ANUFACTURERS are always pop- 

ping up with every sort of gadget 
to make life easier for mother in the 
long hours she has to spend in the 
kitchen preparing food. One of the most 
useful is a new type of electric deep fat 
fryer for home use. 

In the past few years there have been 
a number of these home-sized fryers 
placed on the market. They do a mag- 
nificent job of turning out delicious, 
crisp-brown fried food with a minimum 
amount of time and labor and without 
a lot of smoke. 

A whole meal at one time is the boast 
of many of the manufacturers—and it's 
really true. They can be used outdoors 
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too for summer patio or backyard par- 
ties. Most of these modern fryers have 
all the latest controls and foods are 
bound to be perfect with a bit of care 
and by following basic rules. 

The average home-size fryer takes four 
or five pounds of shortening and requires 
15 to 20 minutes for pre-heating. 

With good care, frying shortening 
may be used continuously without waste 
or the necessity of discarding even a 
small amount. If an accumulation of 
food particles is allowed to remain in 
the shortening, excessive smoking and 
foaming will result, reducing the frying 
life of the shortening. Sufficient new 
shortening is added each time fryer is 


used to keep shortening up to the proper 
level. This will assure longer shortening 
life. 

Such foods as fish, cutlets and chops 
should be given a protective covering by 
breading to reduce the absorption of 
shortening, to retain natural flavors and 
give appetizing golden brown crusts. 

Wet foods such as potatoes and oysters 
should be well drained or wiped dry be- 
fore frying. This extends the useable 
life of the shortening and prevents ex- 
cessive foaming. 

Shaped foods, such as croquettes, 
should be formed several hours in ad- 
vance of frying and refrigerated so that 
their shape will be retained. 


Youngsters get plenty of playtime and develop their manual skills at nursery schools, most of which have sand boxes. 


Your Child And Nursery Care 


A uS the age of six still remains 
the traditional age for a child to 
start schooling, many mothers are faced 
with making the decision as to whether 
or not they shall send their children to 
school at even a much younger age. 

In the past 30 years there has been a 
great advancement in nursery schools, 
many of which will take children as 
young as two years of age. The modern 
mother, particularly in the larger cities, 
no longer has to wait until her child is 
old enough to enter the public schools. 
If she can afford the tuition (and it is 
usually low enough to fit the pocketbook 
of even a working mother), a mother 
can start her child's schooling at two, 
three or four years. 

There has been quite a bit of contro- 
versy as to whether or not a child should 
be sent to a nursery or pre-school. Some 
are opposed to it because it increases the 
number of years a child spends in school 
pointing out that today most people 
spend a minimum of 12 years in school 
and that those who go on to college and 
perhaps post graduate work (an ever-in- 
creasing number in these days of pros- 
perity) spend 18 to 20 years studying. 
This objection to pre-schooling is far 
from. being valid for nursery and pre- 
schools are so greatly different from the 
ordinary conception of a "school" that 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


they form a separate entity in them- 
selves. 

There is another objection which has 
grown up against nursery schools which 
is much more valid, at least on the sur- 
face. And this complaint grows out of 
the great abuse bonafide nursery and 
pre-schools have had to take because of 
the establishment of small, money-mak- 
ing businesses which call themselves 
nursery and pre-schools but which are 
really nothing more than day nurseries— 
places where a working mother can leave 
her child during those hours she spends 
on her job. Often poorly supervised, 
sometimes unclean and a definite health 
hazard and usually over-crowded, these 
day nurseries can do more harm than 
good. It takes a well-trained and under- 
standing staff of an adequate size to op- 
erate a bonafide nursery school and most 
fly-by-night day nurseries cannot afford 
to employ good enough teachers and su- 
pervisors to make their “schools” come 
up to even minimum standards. 

Actually, in the olden days nursery 
schools were unnecessary. Families were 
large, play space was plentiful and safe, 
and young children almost always had a 
host of companions to associate with 
from the time that they were able to tod- 
dle. Today, especially in our large cit- 
ies, almost the opposite is true. Families 


are smaller — many couples appearing 
perfectly satisfied witlt but one child. 
Play space is limited and it is a rare city 
child under five who has more than two 
or three companions of his age. Many 
children are forced to play in the streets 
and alleys—a completely unsafe situa- 
tion which. constantly makes headlines 
when a child is crushed beneath the 
wheels of trucks and automobiles. Often 
both parents are forced to work and the 
child receives attention during the day 
only from a hired woman who usually 
does double duty as a baby-sitter and 
housemaid. 

Psychologists .all agree that a child 
needs the companionship of other chil- 
dren of his own age along with a well- 
rounded family life if he is to develop 
socially and mentally at a normal rate. 
He must be given a chance to try new 
things, experience new situations, meet 
new people. While the average adult- 
tends to feel that the experiences of child- 
hood—especially in those first five years 
of life—are trivial, trained psychologists 
know the very opposite is true. So far 
as the development of the personality of 
an individual is concerned, those first 
few years may well be the most impor- 
tant. 

In a well-run nursery school (not to 
be confused (Continued on Page 76) 
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Деш Styles 
Once 


HE WAVE of the future seems 

headed upwards again—speaking of 
hairdressing. That's the word from many 
experts who set hair styles. Up-rising 
lines are in the wind for Fall, they say, 
with the prediction that the new upward 
styles will bring a new soft feminine sil- 
houette. 

As for hair length, it seems we are go- 
ing through another one of those periods 
when almost anything can happen in 
styles. But one thing is certain—hair 
length will be longer for most women 
and going up and off the neck for com- 
fort and neatness. Long enough to 
frame the face in a way that will con- 
trast sharply to the close-cropped coif- 
fure, the Fall trend will stress a wider 
variety of styles—mostly custom-made 
to express the personality of the indi- 
vidual woman. Longer hair will not 
mean it will be flopping down on the 
shoulders. Length one wears should de- 
pend upon the shape of the face. 

The new up-rising silhouette will be 
especially becoming to young women. 
More mature women will probably steer 
away from the high-in-the-back move- 
ment and look for styles which have the 
hair brushed up at the sides into deep 
soft waves. 


==. E 3 


Full curls on crown on head and deep off-the-face waves reflect new swing towards 
upward sweep in hair styles. Rising lines are not too extreme and are easy to manage. 
New style is bound to be favorite with smart voung women. 


1l 
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After shampoo and pressing, hairdresser. Finished pin curls set away from face and Hair is brushed and combed, readied for 
slips stray lock or two and starts rolling flattened against scalp are covered with styling with aid of clamps to hold waves in 
narrow strands of hair into pin curls. net and are ready for dryer. place while fashioning hair-do. 
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Sweep Up 
Again 


Many experts say that the new upward 
trend is due to present-day feelings that 
war is impending. Fashion historians 
note that throughout history, women 
have always put their hair up higher and 
higher in an effort to look gay and pretty 
for their soldier sweethearts. 

Los Angeles' hair stylist Maurice, who 
created the hair-do on this page, feels 
that women's whims about their hair is 
usually a reflection of current events. 
“Women are trying to look their loveliest 
for male eye appeal in these times of 
tension. The mood is romantic, styles 
in clothes. are toward the elegant and 
hair styles reflect both.” 

Typical of the newer upsweeps is the 
style to the left, a becoming, definitely- 
feminine hair-do which carries out the 
new emphasis on more waves. 

Many Negro women have welcomed 
the new tendency of hairdressers to push 
off-the-neck upward styles, which are not 
nearly as extreme as they were some five 
years ago. Some with longer hair look 
with favor upon the new popularity of 
Hellenic styles which emphasize sort of a 
classic appearance. The off-the-neck 
hair-do’s go well with the new forward- 
tilting hats that are very much in fashion 
this Fall. 


Full round curls at crown of head are 
brushed into place after clamps are re- 
moved. Bobby pins keep them in place. 


YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH 0227" 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
AND RECEIVE 
// 


LIFELIKE 
CURLS 


BEAUTIFUL 


NATURAL J 
LOOK % 


CORONET 

HOME COLD WAVE KIT 

A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER 
* OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY 
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GLAMOUR WITH BANGS 
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i OF CURLS 


10 STYLES IN 1 
“CHANGEABOUT” 
SWITCH 


SMALL $45 


MED. 555 


GIANT $9*5 


Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 


CLUSTER 
OF CURLS 


f UTY PRODUCTS, INC. 
talos Wires Ave. Dept TOSS 
SAMPLE New York 27, N. Y. Л 
оя 
Enclosed find $1.00 depo: 
күүлү note, RUSH my order C. 


WAVE KIT. d 
Fluffy and Soft SHADE Send | нет 5һоде | 


sit in cash, money order or postal 


O.D. Plus FREE CORONET COLD 


Ш JET BLACK 
SMALL 3” Ш OFF BLACK 
M] DARK BROWN 
MED. $550 Mi BROWN Nome 


MIXED GREY 
$85 $1.50 EXTRA 


LARGE 


Before 


After 


Makeup For The Mature Woman 


F OR THE OLDER WOMAN, makeup can be a blessing or 

a curse—depending on how it is used. Cosmetics are a 
ticklish tool—something to be handled subtly and daintily— 
and unless applied with a fine hand are liable to distort rather 
than enhance a woman's natural beauty. Hollywood makeup 
men have learned that lesson well in making up mature 
women and always observe the rules of good taste. 

Makeup artist Wray Meltmar, who has made a thorough 
study of the makeup problems of Negro women and devised 


т; "RX 


Before 
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his own technique for making up women with darker hues, 
demonstrates on these pages some of the problems faced by 
older women in using lipstick, and face powder. In this sec- 
ond of a series showing how Hollywood’s makeup art works 
on the ordinary women, Meltmar has used two Los Angeles 
socialites—Mrs. Alma McKinney (above) and Mrs. Hen- 
rienne Hardon—as models. The contrast in “before” and 
"after" is particularly noted in Mrs. Hardon (below) who 
had her eyebrows arched and her face thinned. 


Selection of makeup materials is made by 
makeup man Wray Meltmar. He often 1 Y 
blends colors to create right shade. “Ы; sor К 
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Rough skin. “I started using Noxzema for my rough skin, 
when I was in my ’teens,” says lovely Sylvia Jones. “It helped so 
much I’ve been using it ever since. I like Noxzema particularly 
as a powder base and night cream, because it isn’t greasy.” 


LOOK LOVEN iM) DAYS 
wits Doctors Home Facial 7: 


New Beauty Routine Quickly 
Proper shade of face powder is also created Helps Skin Look Softer, 

by Meltmar, brushed off gently with brush. Smoother, Lovelier! 
Meltmar lectures on makeup on television. 


No need for a lot of elaborate preparations 
...no complicated rituals! With just one 
dainty, snow-white cream — greaseless, med- 
icated Noxzema — you can help your skin 
look softer, smoother and lovelier! 

The way to use it is as easy as washing 
your face. It's the Noxzema Home Facial, 
described at the right. Developed by a doc- 
tor, in clinical tests it helped 4 out of 5 
women, with problem skin, to look lovelier! 


See how it can help you! 

With this doctor's Home Facial, you 
"creamwash" skin to glowing cleanliness 
— without any dry, drawn feeling after- 
wards. You give skin the all-day protection 
of a greaseless powder base . . . the all-night 
aid of a medicated cream that helps heal,sof- ^ Get your jar today! Get greaseless, 
ten and smooth —and leaves no greasy film. medicated Noxzema Skin Cream at 


Money-Back Offer! ur the Noxzema 227. drug or cosmetic counter 404, 


тада 5 
""creamwa oR cloth, 
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lly, Y holds make. 
Your skin Jjj ae helps E 


Home Facial for 10 days. If skin doesn't show d E help pus eee Bow 


Lipstick is applied to Mrs. Hardon with M improvement return Jer Io акша 
brush after pancake foundation has been Baltimore, Md.— your money back. NOXZ EMA 


B *externally- d 
applied to her face by Meltmar. DNE 
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Cerebral 
Palsy 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
Author of *The Biology Of The Negro" 


| ЫЕ RECENTLY cerebral palsy has been believed to 
be a disease about which little or nothing could be 

done. Its victims, objects of considerable pity, were doomed 
to squeeze out a miserable existence as best as they could 
without any hope of relief from their horrible affliction. It 
is now realized that the medical profession has been unduly 
pessimistic, that a great deal of improvement and sometimes 
even what appears to be a cure can be obtained. Private 
agencies such as the various Cerebral Palsy Associations, 
clinics, and hospitals and the public federal and state depart- 
ments of services for crippled children have acquired a great- 
er activity and have assumed most of the responsibility for 
administering the newly developed techniques that are able 
to rebuild the defective bodies wrought by the disease. 

There are at present about 150,000 people in this country 
with cerebral palsy, sometimes also called spastic paralysis. 
Over 10,000 are born each year and of these about 8,500 sur- 
vive the first year, the most critical period of this unfortunate 
malady. For some reason or other Negroes are affected 
much less frequently than other American races. There has 
been much speculation as to why this is so, but as with many 
diseases with considerable variance in interracial distribu- 
tion, the explanations are inadequate. Other than this racial 
selectivity there is no one social or economic status that 
is predominatingly affected. 

People with cerebral palsy are a fairly common sight on 
the streets of any large city. They may be identified by their 
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Victims of cerebral palsy are cheered by movie stars Hedy Lamarr and Bob Hope, who 
are active in campaign to raise $5,000,000 for United Cerebral Palsy. 


peculiar shuffling gait in which there is great difficulty in 
placing one leg before the other, by the stiff rigidity of the 
body, by the extended position and flailing motion of the 
arms with the hands bent sharply and stiffly at the wrists, 
by the jerky movements of the head, by the involuntary 
grimaces of the face, very often with drooling, and by the 
marked impairment of speech. 

The impression is often given that they are mentally de- 
fective. Children may be frightened by them. But their ap- 
pearance is deceptive. Although some of them may have a 
low I.Q., there are many with an average and even excep- 
tional intelligence. Very often they are found as good stu- 
dents on the campuses of colleges and universities. Those 
seen shuffling along the streets of the cities are frequently 
peddlers since their affliction renders them incapable of gain- 
ful employment. 

It was formerly believed that cerebral palsy was the result 
of injuries received at birth. Sometimes babies are born in 
a doubled-up position which makes their passage through 
the birth canal very difficult. Since under these conditions 
there is considerable pressure on the little bodies being forced 
from the mother’s womb, the injury resulting therefrom was 
considered ‘as one of the causes of cerebral palsy. In other 
instances, doctors are required to help the emergence of the 
baby in birth by the use of forceps. The baby’s head is 
grasped by the broad blades of a specially designed pair of 
tongs and considerable force is used (Continued on Page 82) 


I 
Couldn't 
Marry My 
Negro 
Lover 
(Continued from Page 31) 


family and I was teaching school. 

At the suggestion of my family, I re- 
turned to the middle west. For a year Ї 
lived with my mother-in-law and taught 
school in a small town. But I began to 
realize that I would need more education 
if I desired to support my children and my- 
self in the way I would like. With the 
help of my friends, I found an excellent 
children's home and a teacher's college of 
a very high quality located in the same 
town. So one hot September I established 
my boys in a home in which they were 
happy and well-cared-for for two years and 
I went back to school. 

At this time I was 25 and, very honestly, 
I must admit I appeared about 19. I am 
small-boned, slender and dark with a rather 
fair skin. Being quite clothes-conscious 
and blessed with a great deal of vivacity, I 
have to a great extent overcome the fact 
that Iwas not born beautiful. Although I 
was pleased and flattered, I was not too 
surprised when most of my fellow students 
failed to realize that I was any different 
than they. 

Tt was a little startling when some of the 
more enterprising males asked for dates. 
But I refused politely and with a straight 
face most of the time. However, I became 
aware of a new element in college life, the 
GI! And they were my age. 

But after a couple of dates, I realized 
that, having been married, I was expected 
to, shall we say, contribute more to the en- 
tertainment than I was willing. So I took 
myself to one side and had a long discus- 
sion with me. After all, I was there for 
an education. Sex for its sake alone did 
not particularly intrigue me, and after four 
years of married life that had not been too 
happy. men, singular or plural, didn't 
either. So I decided to leave it alone. So 
I did. Although I made many casual 
friendships, male and female. 

There were many Negro students at this 
college. I began to. know many of them 
fairly well since I was a hostess in one of 
the student lounges. As far as I was con- 
cerned, they were like any other students. 
They attended all the college functions, be- 
longed and took an active part in organ- 
izations, ate at local restaurants,’ partici- 
pated in athletics. Some were brilliant, 
some average and some less; some in ear- 
nest about their education and some were 
there for a good time. 

The girls had a difficult time obtaining 
rooms and most of them had to live in the 
small city immediately adjacent to the 
town. In this city, which had only a small 
Negro population, it was impossible for 
them to obtain meals, with one or two 


minor exceptions. And I imagine there 
were other forms of unofficial segregation 
which were sanctioned also. 

One of the big problems for the girls, 
too, was dating. The male-female ratio for 
the Negro student was one to three as op- 
posed to pretty much one to one for the 
rest of the students. Many solved this 
through attendance at social functions in 
the neighboring city but many didn't. 

1 was never aware of any interracial 
dating, in spite of the fact that many of the 
girls were far above the campus average 
in looks, clothes, and intelligence. Pub- 
licly, it wasn't done, although it may have 
existed. There were interracial friendships 
that were close, girl with girl, boy with 
boy. In the vets bachelor quarters, there 
were no racial distinctions recognized, nor 
in any other university housing, either for 
that matter. One could, and many did, 
study in the library or walk to class, pro- 
vided it didn’t happen too often, with a 
Negro friend of the opposite sex, and not 
be criticized. I guess, in general, the 
campus attitude was fairly good consider- 
ing. 

So because of this, or in spite of this 
. . . though it seemed to be one of those 
things that would have happened any place, 
anywhere . . . inevitable is the word, I 
guess. Be that as it may, this is what hap- 
pened to me. 

In the curriculum in which I was regis- 
tered men were scarce. And one came to 
know fairly well the few that there were. 
I began to be very conscious of a tall, well- 
built, light-skinned young GI, who was in 
most of my classes. He was very quiet, 
very reserved, but when he said something 
it was the thing that needed to be said, 
though it may have been offered in a dif- 
fident, seemingly casual way. I began to 
listen for his opinion before forming mine, 
and I am not a woman who likes to be told 
what to think, especially by a man. Often 
I was startled to find some thought that I 
hàd considered my private property also 
owned by him—even to wording it in the 
same terms. He was a person who seemed 
not to need others. He was not anti-social, 
just self-sufficient. 

I suppose he dated. I didn’t ever no- 
tice. I know that most of the Negro girls; 
and many white girls, too, were very much 
aware of him. But I think he earned a 
reputation of being “hard-to-get” and cold. 
However, it was true he was older than 
most of them and perhaps was just not in- 
terested in sweet young things. His whole 
outlook was inclined to be sophisticated 
and somewhat skeptical. Yet he was sin- 
cere. Without being righteous, he was the 
most honest person I have ever known. 


AS I WENT into the last year of my 

studies, we were thrown much together. 
Our schedules were identical since we were 
due to finish at the same time. We were 
both free and busy at the same times. I 
was working, but my duties kept me where 
most people spent their free time, so I was 
available for conversation and chess games. 


In the evenings, I went often to the local 
theater by myself, as did he. We would 
meet, always by chance, and he would 
walk me home. We discovered that both 
of us spent our vacations on Chicago’s 
South Side, I with friends, he at home. By 
chance, always, we took the same train and 
rode out on the L together. And I must 
admit that I abandoned the fast suburban 
IC train for these longer, more pleasant 
trips, without a qualm. 

And yet, lest this seem too unbelievably 
innocent, I was perfectly aware of how I 
was beginning to feel, I knew it was be- 
coming something that was infinitely deep- 
er, sweeter, and more precious to me as 
every day went by. I knew that I was hav- 
ing for him feelings that I had never had 
for the husband to whom I was, and still 
am, legally wed. No matter what I show to 
the rest of the world, I have never lied to 
myself. I had admitted from the start that 
here was a combination of mental and 
physical attraction that I could not resist 
and did not want to, anyhow. As women 
know these things, I knew that he felt the 
same way, but he was trying to fight it, 
though not hard. 

Of course as we went into our last semes- 
ter, it began to be obvious to others and 
the inevitable gossip started. But strange- 
ly, it was not unkind. Many of my friends, 
both Negro and white, came to me, sin- 
cerely concerned, to suggest that it was not 
wise. I do not know if he got the same 
kind of advice. Somehow, I doubt it, since 
he is not the kind of person to whom one 
would feel free to make such suggestions. 
We began to go about quite openly. We 
attended all the school functions together. 
We went swimming in the city pool (which 
was reputedly Jim Crow). We went on 
picnics and long walks. We spent together 
every free moment either of us had. 

And yet it was an unbelievably long 
time before there was more than a casual 
touching of hands between us. Then sud- 
denly, the way Spring comes with a rush 
when it has been long delayed, we began 
to make love. Shyly, hesitatingly, then 
with a mounting intensity that was inevi- 
table, but, somehow, frightening to me. I 
had never known passion like this. Our 
long discussions in the Summer nights no 
longer centered around Communism, or 
world affairs, or philosophy. They began 
to concern what we wanted for our lives 
. . . what I had hoped for and not found 
in marriage . . . what he wanted his mar- 
riage and his home and his wife to be. We 
never discussed the possibility of a future 
together. But we had a unity of thought 
that sometimes made speech unnecessary. 
One cannot . . . there are not words . . . 
to put this down on paper but anyone that 
has truly and sincerely been in love knows 
what I mean. 

There was another subject that we never 
touched, in relation to ourselves: racial dif- 
ferences. Oh, we discussed it in general, 
in the days when we were becoming ac- 
quainted. We concurred on our ideas as 
to the source and the solutions and dropped 
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it. At first I wondered if it would ever 
come up again. But it never seemed to. 
And for me, it wasn't relevant. I never 
felt that being white put me on any higher 
level as far as he was concerned. I think 
our rapport would not have been so com- 
plete, our means of communication without 
words possible, if there had been any feel- 
ing of this sort on either side. 

Of course, we could not help but be con- 
scious of the mild commotion we stirred on 
buses, or the train, or the swimming pool 
but with one or two very minor exceptions, 
it never went beyond the staring stage. And 
as I have said, both of us ignored it. On 
the campus no race riots started, no one 
rushed to demand a return to the status 
quo, to protect “white womanhood,” or, 
conversely, to suggest that I was depriving 
some Negro girl of her rights. Perhaps it 
was because neither of us had ever done 
anything reproachable, and partly because 
we were both considered to be "brains" 
and therefore expected to have idiosyncra- 
sies. Be that as it may, we were in general 
accepted as any other couple, and resulted- 
ly, we could not be blamed if we were 
lulled into a feeling that “God’s in his 
heaven, all's right with the world." 

After graduation we both planned to re- 
turn to Chicago. And as the time drew 
near, I began to try to make myself be 
realistic about the future. After all, I had 
two children; now 6 and 4, to support. I 
would have an apartment and all that it 
involved in the way of care and upkeep on 
my shoulders. -Also, I had to approach my 
new position in a manner that would bring 
me merit since the livelihood of three peo- 
ple depended on it. And yet, I loved Bill 
(that is not his name, of course). I loved 
him with a depth and passion that I would 
not have believed myself capable of a few 
years ago. I was no sex-happy teen-ager 
(if you will pardon the expression). I 
was a woman now and I knew what I 
wanted—in spite of what my family would 
think or anyone else for that matter. 

But I could not tell him this. I didn't 
know how. You see despite my marriage, 
I was woefully ignorant about love and its 
fine points. And Bill had, to use a popular 
term, been around. He knew how to make 
love with a tenderness, a sincerity, a grace 
that I did not know existed. I will not 
deny that, at first, I wondered how many 
other women had felt as I did in his arms. 
But I believed in him and still do. 

But I did not know what to do. When 
I confessed to him that I knew nothing 
about men, he laughed unbelievingly and 
said that no other woman had ever kept 
him off so long, but that he would bide his 
time. I was absurdly naive and. innocent. 
That may be charming when one is eight- 
een but at my age, it seemed out of place. 
All of this inner conflict naturally did not 
help me to come to any decision. But I 
did try. 


ONE NIGHT, a few weeks before gradu- 
ation, I suggested that he go away for 
the week-end. I knew there was a frater- 
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nity function in Chicago to which he had 
said he should go. So I whispered, halt- 
ingly and not at all convincingly, that he 
should go so that I could get used to not 
seeing him, in preparation for this fall. 

I was totally unprepared for the violence 
of his reply. "Wasn't last week-end hell 
enough?" (we hadn't seen each other for a 
day and a half then). Then, more tender- 
ly, “Do you mean I’m never going to see 
you after next week? Chicago isn't that 
big. No place is." 

And that was that. I didn't try again. 
But I could not help wondering and fear- 
ing . . . things were too good to last! 

Graduation came. By agreement we said 
our temporary farewells the night before, 
and saw each other briefly during the cere- 
monies. Then our respective, proud fam- 
ilies whisked us away, each, I suppose, 
unaware that the other existed. 

The next week I went to Chicago for a 
day to see about my apartment, and we 
spent a bittersweet evening. We might 
have been parted for years, so happy was 
our reunion. Then the next week (we had 
graduated in mid-August) I moved to Chi- 
cago permanently. For the first month I 
had made arrangements to leave my chil- 
dren with relatives, while I made my ad- 
justments, and got started in school. So I 
was alone. Oh, I had friends and a mar- 
ried sister nearby, but I was living by my- 
self and free to come and go as I pleased. 

The first few evenings we were together 
continually, and then things began to 
change somewhat. Not in our relationship 
directly, but in the conditions surrounding 
it. We began to find out that we no longer 
lived in our own little “ivory tower” but 
were in an everyday world where, whether 
we liked it or not, we had obligations apart 
from each other . . . to family, to friends, 
to our work. His family began to make 
demands upon his time. I do not know if 
they were aware of our relationship. Once 
or twice it was absolutely imperative that 
I call him at home, and he was not there. 
When I left word for him to call me, they 
seemed to know my name and, I suppose 
they knew I was white. I don't know. I 
didn't care. 

But we both began to be busy. My 
friends, now that I was here to stay, were 
very free with invitations that I could not 
always refuse. His social life within his 
Íraternity and crowd made demands on 
him, also. Of course, he was a very eligible 
bachelor. He had everything: good looks, 
a car, a good family background, a college 
degree, a new but promising and respected 
profession. What more could a man need 
for any kind of success? 

Yet, in spite of all this we found eve- 
nings to spend together, to drive through 
the long Fall twilights, to go to the movies, 
visiting with friends (mine, “һе never in- 
troduced me to any of his, which hurt a 
little) or, best of all, to spend in my apart- 
ment, playing chess, listening to records, 
talking "shop," and they all ended the 
same way . . . making love. I had never 
known life could be so full. so satisfying. 


I should have known it was too good to 
last. 

Then one night when I was hurrying to 
get some cookies baked before he came, the 
phone rang. It was Bill. It seemed that 
he had been doing some heavy thinking. 
He had tried to hope and plan for a future 
for us, but it just didn't seem to work out. 
So he thought it best if we did not see each 
other again . . . ever. And he sounded so 
desperate. I had never heard such a note 
of discouragement, of utter and complete 
defeat in another person's voice before. For 
my part, I was absolutely speechless. When 
I could speak, I thanked him for what had 
been . . . and I hung up. 

What happened the rest of the evening, 1 
do not know. I suppose I went to bed. I do 
remember that I collected myself enough 
to sit down and write him a short note, 
saying what I had never been able to put 
into words before, that I loved him and 
would always love him. And that was the 
end. Since then I have never heard from 
him. I have avoided the few mutual friends 
that we have, that might give me news 
of him. 

For, though I cannot reconcile it with 
the Bill I know and love, I realize that 
the forces beyond our control that pushed 
him to such a decision are the same ones 
that beset anyone who attempts to ignore 
convention and social custom. Yet he is 
not a person to be persuaded by these 
alone. I am very sure that he was being 
pressed by his family and, to some extent, 
his religious beliefs (he is a Catholic). 
And being a man of integrity and honor, 
I am very sure, that it was, in large part, 
an unwillingness to subject me to what he 
felt would be inevitable, if we went ahead 
and planned a life together. Whatever it 
was that drove him to it, I must respect his 
decision. 

Nothing in this world, however, will 
make me condone what makes such a thing 
necessary. Society has no right, I feel, to 
frown upon the union of two people when 
they are.suited in every other way, simply 
because of a difference in skin color. And 
some day it will not be able to, I am very 
sure, because there are more and more 
people who are insisting upon their right 
as individuals to marry whom, when, and 
where they please. I think this is one of 
the privileges Negroes should be seeking 
when they ask for “first class American 
citizenship.” For does not “the pursuit of 
happiness” involve very much the privilege 
to marry the person one loves? 

For my part, whenever I see a “mixed” 
couple I breathe a fervent prayer that they 
will have the courage and the determina- 
tion to keep their love at all costs. I would 
not wish for any human being the hell that 
I have lived and continue to live. And my 
friends who all seemed relieved that my 
"unfortunate affair" is over, perhaps are 
much better off not to know that should 
Bill ever find that he can see a way out for 
us, and come to me, I would follow him to 
the ends of the earth. 

THE END 


My 
Years 
With 
Ziegfeld С. 
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but to prove my point I wrote out arrange- 
ments for two different songs, right on the 
spot. I must have convinced him, for when 
he and Walker left for New York, they 
took me with them. 

. My early days in show business were not 
without heartaches and disappointments. I 
was commissioned to write the score for 
A Trip to Africa, starring “Jolly” John” 
Larkin, a top-ranking colored comedian. 
The show opened in St. Louis—and 
flopped. 

Around that time, Chicago was the 
mecca for young Negro actors and musi- 
cians, so I made my way up to the Windy 
City. s 

While in Chicago, I got a job as librarian 
with the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, a 
break for me, since its eminent conductor, 
Dr. Frederick Stock, took an active interest 
in my work. From him I learned harmony, 
composition, and arranging, which gave me 
an even better foundation for what lay 
ahead. 

From Chicago, I headed east to Washing- 
ton, D.C., and I was musical director when 
the Howard Theatre first opened, present- 
ing a vehicle starring J. Lubrie Hill. Hill's 
My Friend From Dixie was a smash hit 
and two big songs came out of the show— 
At the Ball, That's All, and Rock Me in 
the Cradle of Love. When the show went 
to New York, Ziegfeld saw it and immedi- 
ately bought the finale and the Cradle song 
and incorporated them in his Follies. 

It was while I was at the Academy The- 
atre in Baltimore that I got the wire from 
Ziegfeld asking me to orchestrate and teach 
the score to his musicians—and that's 
where the trouble started. Not because of 
any racial or personality differences be- 
tween me and the men in the pit, but be- 
cause their strict, metronome-like beat 
drove me almost crazy. They just didn't 
“feel” the music the way it was supposed 
to be played. I actually sweated trying to 
get them to forget their composition book 
approach to music that had an easy-going, 
syncopated rhythm to it. 

The accent was on the second and fourth 
beats, but not right on it—it had to be an- 
ticipated. Finally, I worked out a solution 
mathematically and was able to write it 
into the score. Only then did the staid 
theatre musicians play jazz as it was sup- 
posed to be played. Now and then I run 
into one of those oldtimers, who laughingly 
reminds me of a notation I once used to 
explain the effect I wanted. Over certain 
parts of the violin score, I pencilled the 
letters *FUSOB." Puzzled, the violinists 
inquired what it meant. 
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“Just one thing," I replied. “It means, 
‘Fiddle you $.О.В.!?” 

Earlier, in 1911, I had worked with Bert 
Williams on special music for his act in the 
Follies of that year. The music I pro- 
duced for him seemed to complement Bert's 
unsurpassed talent, and the feeling along 
Broadway was that his act stood head and 
shoulders above the rest of the show. Zieg- 
feld apparently felt the same way, because 
for the 1912 Follies, he hired me to write 
the music for Leon Errol's second act open- 
ing. 

The first time I did a complete show for 
Ziegfeld was in 1915, but Bert Williams, 
who carried the entire Follies production 
on his shoulders, nearly ruined my career 
in the bigtime before it got started. Real- 
izing that this was a chance of a lifetime, I 
put everything I had into the orchestra- 
tions. When I had finished, everyone, in- 
cluding Victor Herbert who had written 
some of the songs, rushed to congratulate 
me on doing such a good job. 

I was on top of the world when we went 
down to Atlantic City for the tryout. At 
the dress rehearsal, the day before open- 
ing night, the theater was full of notables, 
for Ziegfeld's dress rehearsals were like 
first nights. The show ran down like clock- 
work until we came to Bert's act. The min- 
ute he came on stage, I saw he was off his 
stride. 

Backstage gossip had it that a lady 
friend had upset him, but such tales are a 
dime a dozen in any company. At any rate, 
being the superb performer he was, Ї was 
sure that whatever was wrong, Bert would 
pull through as always. А hush fell on the 
audience as he began his song, The Man 
Who Wrote the “Vampire” Must Have 
Known My Wife. 

A fool there was and he made this 

prayer, 

Even as you and 1. 

He stopped and nervously I glanced at 
the music before me on the piano. Perhaps 
something was wrong with the score. But 
it was clear that Bert had forgotten the 
lyrics. We began over again, and again he 
faltered. I strained my eyes out into the 
sea of white faces trying to see how Zieg- 
feld was taking it. My heart was in my 
mouth as I heard him call out, “What 
seems to be the trouble, Bert?” 

Bert came to the edge of the footlights 
and peered out. “Something’s wrong with 
this music!” he complained. 

I felt every eye in the theater focus on 
me, but what could I say? Ziegfeld him- 
self had praised the music. Then, when 
Bert suggested the orchestration be 
“thinned out,” I thought it was time to 
speak up. “But we're already playing way 
under him," I explained. 

Yet, Bert still maintained the score 
should be rewritten. *How about it, Will?" 
Ziegfeld asked me. “Do you think you can 
do something about it?” 

All I could do was agree to try. 
was the star, I was just a newcomer. 

After the dress rehearsal, Bert cornered 
me. backstage: “You sure helped me out 


Bert 


of a jam, Buddy!" he told me. “You cov- 
ered me fine." 

"Yes, but what's the big idea?" I de- 
manded. 

Bert gave me some explanation, then 
grinned and said, “Hell, if a friend can't 
kick you in the pants, who the hell can?" 

Incidentally, after working with Bert all 
that night and calling a special rehearsal 
for nine the next morning, he made it. Bert 
proved himself a real trouper. And when 
the show opened in New York, Bert scored 
the biggest hit of his career. Years later, 
we often laughed about that incident, and 
although I was on the hot spot for a few 
uncomfortable moments, I forgave Bert. I 
understood him, and we remained good 
friends until the end. Shortly before he 
died, I gave 100 c.c. of my blood in a vain 
effort to help save him. 

World War I interrupted my association 
with Ziegfeld and his star-studded Follies. 
Luckily, I had a chance to utilize my mu- 
sical background. I was commissioned a 
lieutenant and bandmaster of the 807th 
Infantry Band. Overseas, I became the 
only Negro in the band master's school at 
Chaumont, France. It was then that I 
really appreciated my solid technical back- 
ground in music. At the end of the course, 
which I completed with top honors, our 
commanding officer, Capt. Charles A. Alli- 
cott, a Texan, sent me a letter which I 
highly prize. It reads in part: 

"Dear Vodrey, let me express to you my 
sincere friendship. During your service 
under my command you have given me a 
higher sense of what your race really rep- 
resents and I can say you have been the 
means of removing.the prejudice I have 
heretofore held toward your people . . . 
I am proud to call you friend.” 

After the war, I went back to “Junior,” 
still the master of them all. To a great 
extent, I think his amazing success as a 
producer of super-musicals was due to his 
insistence upon the best. He paid $10 and 
$12 a pair for pure silk hose for the girls 
in the chorus, when the general practice 
was to use cotton stockings, since the cus- 
tomers in the back rows couldn’t tell the 
difference, anyway. But his amazing gen- 
ius for spotting potential talent and his 
careful attention to detail paid off with 
spectacular productions that have not been 
surpassed, nor lost any of their glamour 
with the passing years. 

Working on the Follies often meant hec- 
tic days and nights of hard work until 
problems were ironed out. We'd have reg- 
ular round-table discussions on the produc- 
tion, even after the show was mounted and 
on the boards. Music was an integral part 
of the entire show, and since the pit orches- 
tras did not include saxophones nor slide 
trombones, I often used the oboe to get 
the effect I wanted. The instrument was 
ideal for comic effects—buffoonery—and 
the proper orchestration could get a laugh 
from the audience when desired. 

When Whoopee was in production, Ed- 
die Cantor convinced Ziegfeld that George 
Olson’s dance band, with strings, would 
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be perfect for the show. Olson was signed, 
and during rehearsals, his musicians used 
very little written music. The show opened 
at the Amsterdam Theater, but after the 
first couple of weeks Ziegfeld couldn't get 
used to a jazz band, with its saxophones, 
converted into a pit orchestra. 

So he gave Olson a week's notice and put 
me to work. Ziegfeld never asked me if I 
could do a job, merely told me what he 
wanted, and when. In this case I had one 
week, so with a couple of copyists, I took 
down the music as.the band played it. 
Every night we took notes, and during the 
day I wrote the score, eliminating the saxo- 
phones and putting in French horns and 12 
violins. It was one of the toughest assign- 
ments "Junior" ever handed me, but when 
Olson's band went out on Sunday night, 
the new band was ready to take over, with 
the ink barely dry on some of the sheet 
music. 

In and out of my office in the Gaiety 
Theater passed many of the Tin Pan Alley 
greats, as well as rising young hopefuls. 
One who made a lasting impression was a 
slim, intense song demonstrator for Remick 
Publishers, named George Gershwin. He 
had no intention of being a song plugger 
all his life and often mentioned his ambi- 
tions to me. One day I took him down to 
the Century Theater to give him an idea of 
production work. 

I was working with the orchestra of Miss 
1917, a show Ned Wayburn was producing 
for Ziegfeld, and hired Gershwin as те- 
hearsal pianist. I also introduced him to 
Clifford Goldmark, who became his teacher. 
and later took him to Max Dreyfus, head 
of T. B. Harms, publishers of all the big 
musicals. The young composer submitted 
several songs, and was soon on his way to 
the top after his first big hit, Swanee, which 
he composed for Al Jolson. 

When Ziegfeld and Charles Dillingham 
opened their spot atop the Century Theater, 
Т took the Cocoanut Grove Orchestra there, 
a change of heart for me, because when 
Ziegfeld wanted me to direct the band for 
the Midnight Follies in 1915, I had begged 
off. But even while playing dance music, 
I preferred to wield the baton for pit or- 
chestras. When Ziegfeld’s production of 
Rudolf Friml’s Palm Beach Nights opened 
in 1926, Dabney’s orchestra was under my 
direction. Among the future stars in that 
production was Paulette Goddard. 

My band was on hand when Broadway’s 
first all-colored revue opened at the Plan- 
tation Club. Shortly afterwards, on July 2, 
1921, it was the scene of Jack Dempsey’s 
celebration of his victory over the French 
heavyweight, Georges Carpentier. In the 
chorus line at the Plantation were Ethel 
Waters, Florence Mills and Josephine 
Baker. 

Looking back, I can safely say that Flor- 
ence Mills was the top Negro star we had 
in those days. Her beauty and talent were 
world-famed. She was starred, along with 
Shelton Brooks when we took the Planta- 
tion Revue to His Majesty’s Theater in 
London back in 1924. A few years later, I 


was back there with Low Leslie’s White 
Birds, an all-white version of his Black 
Birds, starring Maurice Chevalier. Iron- 
ically, the only other time a Negro had 
conducted an orchestra in that theater was 
when the noted English composer Samuel 
Coleridge-Taylor first presented his own 
music for Tree’s production of Antony and 
Cleopatra. The Negro composer was delib- 
erately placed so that potted palms hid him 
from the audience. 

Like Florence Mills, Aida Overton Walker 
never appeared in a Ziegfeld production, 
but I believe that she ranks with the best— 
Negro or white—of that day. When her 
husband, George, died in 1907, Bert Wil- 
liams was left without a partner. So Aida 
donned men’s clothes and took George’s 
place as the second half of the unrivalled - 
team of Williams and Walker. She later 
worked for Oscar Hammerstein, grand- 
father of the producer of South Pacific, and 
was a headliner at the older Hammerstein’s 
Victoria, where she presented her sensa- 
tional “Dance of Salome.” 

Show Boat, for which I rounded up 32 
“jubilee” singers and a dozen or so dancers, 
was the one show in which Ziegfeld used a 
large number of Negroes. It followed Rio 
Rita into the new Ziegfeld Theater. That 
show gave the world Jules Bledsoe, .fore- 
runner of all other singers who were:to do 
the great song, ОР Man River. I still have 
the telegram "Junior" sent me on February 
21, 1928 — HOPE YOU CAN FIND 
DANCERS EQUAL TO THOSE WE NOW 
HAVE. GET ME IMMEDIATE DECI- 
SION FROM PAUL ROBESON—a torn, 
faded reminder of the days when Broad- 
way first nighters flocked to see and hear 
brown singers and dancers. 

Гуе often been asked why there are not 
now such spots as the Cotton Club, the 
Plantation Club, or more musical shows in 
which Negroes are featured and starred. 
For one thing, Negroes are no longer the 
"novelty" they were in those days. Also, 
all the special talents of the Negro have 
been studied, imitated and taken over by 
whites, who now have become virtual ex- 
perts in song, dance and comedy, once 
considered the private domain of colored 
artists. Even Frank Sinatra attempts the 
robust OP Man River, with results that 
would have pained Florenz Ziegfeld, the 
perfectionist. 

But this is not the only change that has 
taken place in the theater in recent years. 
Some of the Follies girls went on to even 
greater heights, others have faded and dis- 
appeared from the bright lights-of Broad- 
way. The modern musical show, with its 
emphasis on ballet, near-classical musical 
scores, and strong plot situations, is not the 
type of show Ziegfeld excelled in. But 
when it came to beautiful girls; fabulously 
costumed and presented to the public in 
lavishly staged productions, he was undis- 
puted master. 

Over the years there were scandals in- 
volving Follies beauties and the men who 
wooed them, but this is understandable 
since they were more sought after than 


their famous predecessors, the Gibson Girls. 
There was never a shortage of stage-door 
Johnnies at the Follies. I know the intimate 
details of countless backstage tales of love 
and hate, romance and tragedy, involving 
girls Ziegfeld glorified. But perhaps the 
saddest one involved blonde, Kentucky- 
born Helen Lee Worthington, once the 
toast of Broadway. 

In 1927 this ex-Follies dancer married a 
Negro physician, Meharry-trained Dr. Eu- 
gene Nelson, whom she had met while he 
was an interne in Harlem. She had gone 
to Hollywood to crash the movies, without 
success, and discovered her former friend 
there, now a wealthy society doctor. They 
eloped to Tiajuana, Mexico, but soon their 
interracial marriage began to crack at the 
seams because of social pressures. 

The couple broke up, then went back to- 
gether several different times, and on one 
occasion, she was persuaded by lawyers to 
"discover" that her husband was a Negro, 
and thus obtain grounds for a divorce. In 
1932, the marriage ended, although as 
early as December, 1929, she wrote an 
article saying: 

“I left Broadway and the show business 
because I was not happy. On Broadway, 1 
met many desirable men of my own race 
but I chose my husband because of his 
mental depth and his understanding of a 
woman's heart, his tender solicitude for my 
happiness and his splendid character. I 
was not drawn to my husband because he 
is colored, but because he is a man." 

In September, 1948, Helen Lee Worth- 
ington's body was found in a dingy, three- 
room shack, her once beautiful face rav- 
aged by bad health and dissipation. On 
the wall hung a large silver frame contain- 
ing a photograph taken two decades earlier 
of the girl once acclaimed by Mary Pick- 
ford as one of America's most beautiful. 


THE END 


Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 12) 


she goes out because she is older. I told 
my youngest daughter she could go out 
with her sister but she says she does not 
want to go out with her. She would rather 
go out with the kids her age. What should 
I do? 

Mrs. EJ.S. 


Dear Mrs. EJ.S.: Wellsupervised par- 
ties and even dances for youngsters of 
14 and 15 are perfectly all right and your 
daughter is definitely in the right in, be- 
lieving that you are being unfair to her. 
She is also right in saying that she would 
rather go out with the youngsters of her 
age rather than with the older crowd that 
her sister travels with. You should not let 
your love for your daughter interfere with 
her growing up. The wise mother sees that 
her daughter is allowed to enjoy life but 
yet keeps her comings and goings so super- 
vised that the child will not be hurt. 
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My 
Japanese 
Romance 


(Continued from Page 19) 


jade and ivory and other works of art, 
quite expensive from the look of them. 

After a few moments, a young looking 
fellow in a western-style business suit came 
through a curtain of beads on long knotted 
strings. ^May I help you?" he asked in 
precise English. 

I told him I was looking for a camera 
and had been directed to his shop. He 
smiled politely. “I am afraid that you 
have been misdirected, sir. At one time 
we did a thriving export business and were 
able to procure almost any item one might 
wish. But now—" He paused and clasped 
his hands in front of him. 

"Well, thanks anyway," I said, turning 
to go. 

“However—” 

I waited. 

“If you would care to return in a few 
days, perhaps something can be arranged.” 

I thanked him again, restraining the im- 
pulse I always had to do likewise when- 
ever the Japanese bowed to me, and left. 
That evening, when Captain Wells came 
by, I told him what had happened. “It 
appears you're going to have better luck 
than I had, Murray,” he said. “Stick with 
db 

I showed him my prints and was flat- 
tered by his praise, for Captain Wells had 
equipment and cameras I never even 
dreamed of. 

А few days later I returned to the Mat- 
suko Export Company's office. As before, 
there was no one up front when I entered. 
I moved restlessly about the shop, waiting 
for someone to appear. Finally I heard 
the swish of the beaded curtain behind me 
and a lilting, musical voice saying, “Yes, 
please?" 

And then I saw her! She was small, 
even her high-heeled shoes brought her 
barely to my shoulder. Her hair, black as 
a crow's wing, framed her lovely face. She 
wore a tailored suit that accentuated her 
shapely curves. Only when I looked into 
her dark eyes and saw the amused twinkle 
there did I realize I had been staring at 
her in an unforgivable manner. 

“Tm sorry," I faltered. “I didn't mean 
to be rude, but—you see, I was in here a 
short time ago, and—" 

“Oh, youre the American who wanted 
the camera?" 

I nodded. “I expected to see the gen- 
tleman I talked with before, but you came 
out and—" I decided it wouldn't be proper 
to explain what I really felt when I first 
saw her. 

“Му brother," she said, favoring me with 
a friendly smile. “I’m Nikki Matsuko.” 

She held out her hand and I took it, 
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soit and warm, in mine. 
Bill Murray. 
added. 

“Tm sorry I cannot help you Sergeant 
Murray," she told me, “But Tom is not 
here and I know nothing about this busi- 
ness.” 

“Then just tell him I was here,” I said. 

“You will come back, won’t you?” 

“Yes, indeed!” 

And after I got outside I wondered if 
Td put a little too much enthusiasm into 
that last remark. All the way back to the 
base I kept thinking of the fragile beauty 
of the young girl I had just met. Nikki 
Matsuko—Nikki—she must have made a 
deep impression on me because for the 
first time since Га left the States I was 
stirred by a vague restlessness. It was a 


“Му name is 
Tm stationed in Tokyo,” I 


"haunting loneliness, a yearning for some- 


thing I couldn't quite identify. 


HE MOOD refused to leave me and, 

unable to sleep that night, I went to the 
darkroom and puttered around just to pass 
the time. Then I remembered the woman 
whose picture Га taken and decided to 
see how it had turned out. A few hours 
later the print was floating in the wash- 
ing tank and already I could see that it 
was one of the best I'd ever made. The 
woman was quite attractive and reminded 
me of Nikki, although they didn't look 
alike at all. 

By then, it was early morning and there 
was no point in trying to snatch some 
sleep in the little time that remained be- 
fore breakfast. After a shave I felt a lit- 
tle better, but when Eddie saw me in the 
mess hall he shook his head mournfully. 
*Man, what hit you?" he asked. 

“I guess I do look pretty bad," I ad- 
mitted. 

“Like death warmed over!” 

*[ just couldn't sleep last night, that's 
all,” I laughed. “It’s nothing serious.” 

“Don’t tell me it’s not serious,” Eddie 
declared. “Woman trouble is always a 
mess of trouble.” 

“Tm not involved with any woman,” I 
protested, gulping down my black coffee. 

“That’s the trouble!” He laid a hand 
on my shoulder. “I’ve got a real nice lit- 
tle friend. She’s a natural born cook, and 
I have company whenever I want to go to a 
show or something. You should find some- 
body like that.” 

Eddie harped on the same theme all day, 
but by late afternoon, I hardly heard what 
he was saying as we strolled idly through 
the downtown section of the city. Sud- 
denly. among the crowd hurrying along 
the street, I caught a glimpse of a familiar 
face. I stopped and turned. It was Nikki! 
She had evidently recognized me, too, for 
she waited until I pushed through the 
crowd to reach her. Eddie was still head- 
ing down the street, probably thinking I 
was right next to him, but I didn't give it 
another thought. Nikki was smiling up at 
me. 

“Hello, sergeant.” 

“Hello! Imagine running into you.” 


“I work at the YWCA,” she explained. 
“Tm on my way back to Kawasaki now." 

I hesitated a moment, then took a deep 
breath and plunged ahead. ^I had hoped 
to see you again at the shop," I said with 
a boldness that surprised me. 

“Come on Saturday, Sergeant Murray." 
she said. Then with a hasty “sayonara,” 
she was gone. 

Eddie was leaning against a building. 
smoking a cigarette and waiting for me. 
He fell in step beside me and we walked 
a short distance in silence. “Well, go 
ahead and say it!" I finally blurted out. 

“Me? From now on, I’m keeping my 
big mouth shut! Here I am beating up 
my gums, giving you all kinds of advice, 
and you've already latched on to the finest 
thing l've seen in a month of Sundays." 

“You’ve got а one-track mind, Eddie. I 
barely know the girl." 

He gave me a knowing glance. “Don’t 
forget I saw her smiling at you, Bill. And 
all Гуе got to say is this—if you still just 
‘barely know her a week from now, then 
shame on you!" 

The next Saturday seemed three weeks 
away. but finally the day dawned clear and 
bright. On an impulse, I took along the 
photograph of the Japanese woman. I was 
on my own that day; Captain Wells’ cam- 
era was completely forgotten. Nikki hadn't 
even mentioned it when I saw her, and the 
invitation she had extended could hardly 
be called a business matter. 

When I arrived at the shop it appeared 
to be closed; a bamboo blind lowered 
across the window shielded the interior 
from the street. But when I tried the door. 
it pushed open at my touch. The tinkle 
of bells, soft swishing footsteps, the rattle 
of the beaded curtain, and Nikki's brother 
stood before me, bowing. This time he 
wore a dark brown kimono and somehow 
his perfect English seemed even more in- 
congruous. I halfway expected Nikki her- 
self to greet me and my disappointment 
must have shown on my face. 

But if he noticed, his bland expression 
didn’t betray it. “Good afternoon. I pre- 
sume you have come about the camera.” 

“Well, I—" It suddenly occurred to me 
that I had perhaps taken Nikki's invitation 
more personally than she had intended it. 
And for me to even mention her without 
having formally met her might be taken 
as a serious breach of etiquette. But 
whether I had misunderstood Nikki or not. 
there was nothing I could do unless she 
were present. 

*[ think I have located what you are 
seeking," Mr. Matsuko told me. “If you 
will be patient for just a short while—" 

I was too disappointed to care whether 
he found the camera or not, but I thanked 
him for his efforts. Just as I was about 
to go I remembered the photograph Га 
brought along. *I hope you won't mind," 
I said, handing him the envelope, “But I 
made this photograph the other day." 

He raised his eyebrows. “Ah, so?" 

*Perhaps it's one of your family—I hope 
you don't mind," I ended rather lamely. 


He pulled out the photograph and 
studied it for a long time. His face was 
expressionless. “May I take this for a 
moment?" he inquired. 

“Of course. I meant for you to have it." 

He went into the back and I heard the 
excited murmur of voices. Finally he re- 
turned and made a bow. "Won't you come 
in, Sergeant Murray?" he smiled. 

І eagerly accepted and I was so excited 
over the possibility of seeing Nikki that I 
almost forgot to remove my shoes before 
entering the living quarters at the rear of 
the shop. I padded along behind Tom 
Matsuko down a corridor to a large room. 
There was a low table in the center of the 
floor and split bamboo mats scattered 
about. In one corner was the hibachi, an 
earthenware pot in which charcoal is 
burned to heat Japanese homes. Other- 
wise, the room was bare. One entire wall, 
composed of sliding paper screens that had 
been rolled back, exposing a lovely sunlit 
garden in sort of an enclosed courtyard. 
Following my host's lead, I took a seat on 
a mat and crossed my legs. 


А woman entered and knelt at the table. 


“Му wife," Matsuko said, and I saw that 
it was the woman whose picture I had 
taken. She looked at me and smiled, but 
said nothing. I don't know whether it was 
because she knew no English or because of 
tradition which decrees that women are 
seen and not heard. This certainly didn't 
apply to Nikki, who entered the room just 
then. I rose to my feet, feeling a little 
foolish standing there with no shoes on. 

АП I remember of what followed is that 
Nikki was even more lovely than I remem- 
bered her. And although she and her 
brother and I talked of many things, I had 
eyes only for her. She was wearing a typi- 
cal Japanese dress, colorful kimono and 
obi. Nikki had been educated at Waseda 
University right there in Tokyo, but her 
brother had been to the States. Both of 
them were interested in my impressions of 
their country and were quite eager to hear 
about my life in the States. 

Tom's wife kept dutifully in the back- 
ground and soon she had finished cooking 
at the table. The main course, served on 
beautifully lacquered trays in tiny bowls, 
was sukiyaki, a delicious mixture of beef 
and various vegetables. Whether it was 
out of deference to me or because of their 
western education, both Tom and Nikki ate 
with knife and fork, although Mrs. Matsu- 
ko used chopsticks throughout the meal. 
Apparently I was the first Negro she had 
seen at close range, and my light brown 
complexion seemed to fascinate her. She 
was especially pleased at the photograph, 
Tom told me, and at Nikki's insistence, I 
self-consciously signed my name on one 
corner of the print. 


E "WAS night when I finally left. Nikki 

had agreed to meet me after work to go 
to the movies one night the following week, 
and all the way back to Tokyo I was float- 
ing on air. When that red-letter day final- 
ly rolled around, we saw a typical Holly- 


wood importation at the Nippon, but I was 
too tense to pay any attention to the make- 
believe romance being enacted on the 
screen. Nikki's shoulder touched my arm 
every now and then and boldly, I felt for 
her hand and captured it. 

I had managed to get one of the staff 
cars, a sedan, rather than an open jeep and 
I drove all the way back to Kawasaki with 
Nikki's head cradled on my arm, so close 
that the subtle fragrance of her hair was 
like the scent of fresh lotus blossoms. 

АП too soon, we reached the shop and I 
cut the motor and switched off the lights. 
“Is life in America really like that, Bill?” 
she sighed. 

“I guess so—in some places,” I an- 
swered, wondering what my next move 
would be. 

“Some of the customs shown in the film 
were strange indeed,” she continued. 

"But some of our customs are pretty 
nice," I said. . “For instance, when a fel- 
low takes a girl out and she has a nice 
time, then when they say goodnight—" 

“Yes, Bill?” 

Her sombre eyes gazed into mine, deep 
and lingering, and my throat contracted. 
Slowly, uncertainly, I bent my head. Our 
lips touched, and then I had her tight in 
my arms for an ecstatic moment. Reluc- 
tantly, I released her and whispered, 
“Sayonara, Nikki. 

“Sayonara, Bill,” she whispered. 

I watched her disappear into the shop, 
then started the car and drove off. That 
was the beginning of the most glorious 
period of my life. I saw Nikki as often as 
possible; sometimes visiting her at home, 
other times meeting her after work at one 
of the tearooms. Once she took me to the 
Takaradzuka Theatre, which specializes in 
all-girl Japanese revues, costumed and 
dancing to the music: of gongs, drums and 
the samisen, a- banjo-like instrument. 
Even after Nikki’s explanation of what was 
happening on the stage I didn’t understand 
it, but just being with her was entertain- 
ment enough for me. 

Then, like a storm cloud hovering in the 
horizon, a shadow fell across my life. One 
morning at mail call, I got a long letter 
from Clarice. Because of the long inter- 
val between her letters and my new-found 
friendship with the Matsuko family— 
especially Nikki—I had almost forgotten 
Clarice. This latest letter created prob- 
lems I never even dreamed of, for in it she 
recalled the good times we'd had together 
and told me of the plans she was making 
for our future together. She apologized 
for not writing oftener, then went on to tell 
me the details of her busy round of social 
activities. 

But somehow, it all seemed too far away, 
too foreign, to matter to me. I sat on the 
fender of a truck staring with unseeing 
eyes at the letter in my mind. “Mail from 
home?" Eddie asked, offering me a ciga- 
rette. 

I nodded, lighting my smoke without 
even thinking to offer him a light. 

“You’ve got double trouble, friend,” he 
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sympathized. “Опе woman is trouble— 
two is double trouble!" 
“I suppose you've got some ready-made 
advice for a situation like this," I said. 
"Naturally. This Clarice, she'll be there 
when you get back, won't she? Then I’ve 


` got. just опе word—out of sight, out of 


mind!” 

But it wasn’t that simple for me. I had 
given my word, promised Clarice that we'd 
be married as soon as I got out of the 
army. Perhaps it was just that I hadn’t 
seen her in such a long time that I was un- 
sure of my feeling for her. On the other 
hand, I knew that Nikki was the one thing 
in this world worth living for. Just know- 
ing her had awakened so many new ideas 
and ambitions in me and the love I had for 
her made everything complete. 

The camera Captain Wells wanted final- 
ly arrived. The day I picked it up at the 
shop, Nikki solemnly handed me the pack- 
age her brother had left. He had taken the 
family for an outing into the country, she 
told me, leaving her there with the old 
amah I had. noticed hovering in the back- 
ground before. I thanked her, then stood 
there reluctant to leave, yet not knowing 
whether it would be proper to suggest a 
brief visit, even though we would be well 
chaperoned by the old woman. Nikki 
solved the problem by asking me, “Won’t 
you come in for some tea?” 

"Td like to, very much,” I hastened to 
accept. 

She led the way into the living quarters, 
looking even tinier and more fragile than 
ever without her high-heeled western shoes. 
We sat on the floor talking while the tea 
water boiled. 

“I suppose I won't be seeing much of 
you now that I’ve got the camera,” I ven- 
tured, fishing for an invitation to return. 

She said nothing as she poured the tea 
into tiny lacquered cups, but I noticed a 
large tear shimmering in the corner of one 
eye. There was sadness in her voice as she 
said quietly, *I know it is stupid of me, but 
I had hoped you would want to come 
back." 

“But I do, Nikki, I do!” 

Ignoring my protests, she continued, 
“You have no idea what it is like being an 
occupied country. It is much better now, 
but at first the soldiers did not even bother 
to ask for what they wanted—they simply 
took it. Cameras, paintings—even women. 

“T guess it is the same after any war, 
but you are the first American soldier my 
brother ever invited here." She lowered 
her eyes. “You kissed me, and I foolishly 
thought it was something more than just an 
American custom." 

I went over and knelt beside her. 
“You’ve got to believe me, Nikki. That kiss 
did mean something—everything! I’m 
glad your family approves of me, but you're 
the one I’m in love with." 

Td said it without meaning to and breath- 
lessly I waited to see how she would take 
my sudden declaration. She glanced at me 
shyly. “You’re not afraid of me, are you?” 
I asked. 
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She shook her head. “Some of your cus- 
toms are strange—but very nice,” she said 
with a gentle smile. 

“Like this?" I tilted her chin and 
covered her parted lips with mine. Her 
shoulders trembled under my hands as I 
held her tight against me and soon she be- 
gan to return my kisses as eagerly and 
fervently as I gave them. The blood pound- 
ed wildly in my ears. Nikki encircled my 
neck with her arms and clung to me as if 
she would never let me go. Never before 
had I felt this powerful upsurge of emotion 
that gripped me and I wondered how I 
could have confused what I felt for Clarice 
with real love. But my train of thought 
was interrupted when Nikki finally broke 
away, her eyes sparkling. 

“You learn fast,” I said, still feeling the 
fierceness of her embrace. 

“Tt is because I have such a good teacher, 
perhaps,” she retorted, and she lifted her 
face to me again. 

And again we were lost in a deep, linger- 
ing kiss that made the others seem like 
child's рау... 


ET, MUCH as I loved Nikki—and I 

knew at last that she loved me too—I 
couldn’t just dash off a note to Clarice call- 
ing off our engagement. No, it was a prob- 
lem that wouldn’t be solved overnight, and 
the following weekend when Nikki and I 
went on an outing to a mountain resort 
nearby, it was still hanging over my head 
like a ominous cloud. I guess she sensed 
that something was wrong, for she tried 
valiantly to lure me out of my despairing 
mood. 

I remember one evening as we sat watch- 
ing the setting sun paint the surrounding 
mountains deepening shades of purple, she 
began telling me an old Japanese legend 
about how the country was created. It 
seems that Amaterasu-O-Mi-Kami, the God- 
dess of the Sun, once let four 'dewdrops 
fall from her scepter. They fell into the 
sea and formed the islands, Hokkaido, Hon- 
shu, Kyshu and Shikoku—Japan, the 
“home of the sun.” 

“Maybe she ought to wave her magic 
wand and straighten things out for me,” I 
commented bitterly. 

“Something is wrong, darling. For a 
long time I have felt it," Nikki said. “Tell 
me about it?” 

“Okay,” I blurted out. “I guess I ought 
to be on the level with somebody.” Then I 
told her about Clarice, taking care to 
shoulder the entire blame for the sudden 
change in the situation. Nikki was thought- 
fully silent for a long time. Then she said 
softly, “I know you will return to your 
country soon, and then you will marry the 
girl who loves you there. But now, while 
you are here, you and I—" 

I knew what she was trying to say. Нег 
family liked me, she loved me, and it would 
be the easiest thing in the world to have at 
least one intimate weekend together, drink 
our fill of love before the inevitable part- 
ing. She smiled bravely as I took her in 
my arms, but her lips were trembling as I 
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kissed her long and hard. 

“Мо, Nikki, no," I whispered, my lips 
pressed against the smoothness of her hair. 

“W akare-masen-" 

“Then ГЇЇ try to make you understand, 
darling," I said. ^I love you with all my 
heart, but it's got to be all or nothing. I 
could never be satisfied with here today, 
gone tomorrow. If I caused you one mo- 
ment's unhappiness, Га never forgive my- 
self.” 

Soon it was time to go and realizing that 
this was goodbye, neither of us had much 
to say on the way back. When we said 
sayonara at her door that night, I didn’t try 
to kiss her because I knew I'd never have 
the strength to stick by my decision. Every 
man has a limit to his honor. 

Later, when I told Eddie what I had de- 
cided, he seemed to understand and for 
once didn’t try to crack wise. “Life is 
funny.” he observed solemnly. “The other 
day I met an ofay who was all bugged be- 
cause he didn’t know whether he could take 
his Japanese girl back home if he married 
her. That’s one problem we don’t haye.” 

"You're right," I agreed, remembering 
some of the things Nikki had told me about 
restrictions since the occupation. “Nikki 
would fit right in, back home. And from 
the way her folks treat me, I’m sure I'd be 
welcome here." 

“But there's Clarice,” Eddie commented 
dryly. 

“Yes, there’s Clarice—” 

I threw myself into my work, even asked 
for a transfer, to get Nikki out of my blood. 
But it was no use. Even though I didn’t 
see her for several weeks, she was always 
in my thoughts by day and in my dreams 
at night. Tom had long since gotten the 
captain’s camera and so there wasn’t any 
excuse to visit the little shop where my 
strange romance had begun. 

Eventually, the day before my departure 
for the States arrived, and when I got a 
message that I had a visitor, my heart 
pounded wildly. Nikki had come to say 
goodbye! But it was only Tom. We chat- 
ted for a while, but neither of us mentioned 
Nikki and he didn't ask me why I'd 
stopped my visits all of a sudden. Then, 
with a million things left unsaid, he hand- 
ed me a shiny new camera and said, “Sayo- 
nara, tomadachi!” 

“Goodbye, friend!” I repeated in Eng- 
lish, and my eyes were blurry as I watched 
him walk away. " 

That night, with all my belongings 
packed, I went down to take a last look 
around the garage where I'd spent so much 
of my time. I was having a final cigarette 
with the GI who was taking my place when 
it started. 

First came a low, ominous rumble like 
the beginning of a spring thundershower. 
It grew louder and the very ground 
trembled beneath our feet. We glanced at 
each other and quickly ground out our 
cigarettes. “Earthquake!” we yelled al- 
most in unison. Then the telephone on the 
wall rang shrilly and he leaped to catch it. 
The tremors got more violent as he talked 


and there was a worried expression on his 
face when he finally hung up. 

“Started іп Yokohama—moving this 
way,” he spat out. “They’re gonna pull 
the main switch—prevent short circuit.” 

I didn’t hear what else he had to say. 
Only one thing was on my mind. Kawa- 
saki was between Yokohama and Tokyo— 
Nikki lived in Kawasaki, she was in dan- 
ger! Gone were all the arguments I'd 
given myself for not seeing her. My prom- 
ises to Clarice, my duty—nothing mattered 
except to get to Nikki as fast as I could. 
Ignoring the shouts of the GI, I leaped into 
a jeep and gunned the motor into life. Just 
as I sped through the garage all the lights 
in the installation were doused, plunging 
the whole area into pitch blackness. But 
something kept driving me on and on, even 
when it appeared that Fd never make it 
through to Kawasaki. Then the road 
dropped from beneath the wheels of the 
speeding jeep and I was tossed into a well 
of darkness and pain that was blacker 
than the cloudless sky overhead . . . 


WEN I came to, I was in a hospital— 
under guard. My outfit had sailed for 
home two days before and I was AWOL. I 
had no way of knowing what had happened 
to Nikki, whether she was safe or not, and 
all that had come out of my attempted 
heroics was the realization that I loved 
Nikki too much to ever leave her. The 
only trouble was, perhaps it was too late. 
Eddie had sailed on schedule and I had no 
visitors until one day, Captain Wells unex- 
pectedly appeared with a book and a car- 
ton of cigarettes for me under his arm. 

I was so glad to see a familiar face I 
guess I talked an arm off. But he was just 
as friendly as he ever was and answered 
all my questions he could. “By the way,” 
he said at length, “I saw a friend of yours 
yesterday—Tom Matsuko. I dropped by 
his place to see about another lens for the 
camera.” 

My heart nearly stopped beating. 
you see—how was he?” 

“Fine. The 'quake didn't bother him at 
all. As a matter of fact, he said it was 
nothing compared to the Tokyo-Yokohama 
earthquake of '23. Why you know that 
nearly 45.000 people were killed when—" 

But his voice faded off into nothingness. 
Nikki was safe! I wrote her a long letter 
explaining what had happened and re- 
ceived an immediate reply. After that, my 
rapid recovery amazed even the doctors, 
and I suspect that Captain Wells pulled a 
few strings because nothing more was said 
about the AWOL charge. 

When I left the hospital, proceeding cau- 
tiously to get the feel of walking again, I 
stood on the path just feeling glad to be up 
again, when I saw a familiar figure ap- 
proaching. It was Nikki, coming as fast as 
she could manage in her spike heels, and 
a moment later she had flung herself into 
my arms. 

“Oh, Bill! 
she cried. 

“T am now,” I grinned. “Come on, let’s 


“Did 


Are you all right, darling?” 


sit over here," I said, heading toward one 
of the benches. 

*Of course! How stupid of me," she ex- 
claimed. ^You must still be weak. Did it 
hurt much, Bill? I was in Osaka when it 
happened and when I heard, I nearly 
died!" 

I let her chatter on, watching the play 
of emotions across her lovely face. Finally 
I said, “I’ve made up my mind, Nikki. I’m 
going to stay in Japan after I get my dis- 
charge." 

*Oh, Bill—" 

“I'm not going home—unless you come 
with me," I told her. . 

“You mean you want me to go to Amer- 
ica with you?” she asked in awed tones. 

“If you want to. I don’t even know if 
it’s possible,” I told her. “АП I know is 
that I’m never going to leave you again!” 

“You just try to get rid of me.” she 
laughed happily. 

But both of us were wrong. Korea clob- 
bered our beautiful plans. That night I 
wrote a long letter to Clarice, begging her 
forgiveness and asking to be released from 
my promise. Then the next day I started 
on the long, involved process of getting my 
discharge. But halfway through the red 
tape came the news of war. I was assigned 
to a unit that was alerted and shipped to 
Pusan practically overnight. 

I never heard from Clarice again and al- 
though it made me feel like a heel, Nikki's 
sweet letters have kept my morale sky-high. 
God knows how this Korean “police ac- 
tion" will end—at least for me—but one 
thing I’m sure of. Whenever I get back to 
Japan, Nikki and I will seek our happiness 
together, either back home in the States or 
in Japan, for East or West, love is love all 
over the world. . . . 


THE END 


Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 6) 
cause you didn't have a date. 

You knew who copied the examination 
questions during the finals, but you said 
you didn't. You denied that you knew how 
it happened because you didn't want to be 
a snitcher, a tattle-tale. 

When you said you forgot to do the 
dishes before you went to school or forgot 
to go by Mrs. Brownlee's to pick up that 
package for Mother, you knew deep down 
in your heart that you really didn't want 
to do the dishes and that you didn't want 
to take time to go away over on Maple 
when everybody else was going by the 
soda fountain ori the corner. 

God won't strike you dead, but the next 
lie will be easier and bigger and more 
serious. After a while you will be back to 
the little girl and boy stage, not being able 
to distinguish between true and false, be- 
lieving your own wild yarns. Nobody will 
trust you, no one will have confidence in 
what you say. 

Tell the truth even if it hurts, and leave 
the lying to the professionals and the men 
who belong to Liars Club. 


Young 
Widow 
At 
Large 


(Continued from Page 23) 


my eyes in the bleak dawn and knew again 
with dreadfu] certainty that my dream was 
a typical picture of the truth: Charles 
would never be there again. 

My husband and my lover was dead, 
abruptly lost to me forever. I buried my 
face in my pillow and choked back a sob as 
I thought of Bert, Charles' brother, his 
kind face clearly showing his own grief, 
saying gently, “I’m afraid it’s all over, Ed- 
rena— he’s gone.” My tears broke out 
afresh. Even now, after almost a year, it 
seemed like yesterday I had stood in the 
stark hospital corridor waiting for Bert to 
come out of Charles’ room. Unbelievable 
then, it still was nothing short of incredible 
that anyone with Charles’ vitality, his tre- 
mendous physical stamina, should have had 
a weak heart, a heart that broke down one 
quiet Spring evening. For a moment I lay 
there, rigid, the bitter tears flowing from 
my eyes. Dear Charles, my Charles, gone. 
Then I rose, and went into the kitchen 
and glanced up at the clock. It was just 
seven. I still had half an hour before it 
would be time to dress, so I listlessly made 
myself some coffee. As I sat sipping it, I 
reviewed my situation. 

I was that unfortunate combination, a 
young widow. Charles and I had married 
when he was fresh out of teacher’s college 
and just 22. I had been 19. He'd gotten 
a job in a high school in Brooklyn, where 
we'd grown up, and I had already been 
working for some time in a department 
store in New York. We'd both had our 
careers, and our attractive apartment in 
the Bedford section of Brooklyn. 

The ten years of our marriage had been 
richly filled with building up our lives and 
our home and our careers together. Charles 
had been an adoring lover, besides a 
thoughtful husband: his insistence on in- 
surance had secured my future. Now, at 
29, alone and deeply lonely, I would have 
forfeited every last cent to have him once 
more at my side. But I knew nothing 
could accomplish such a miracle, not even 
wishing with all my heart and soul. . . . 

I went into the bathroom and splashed 
my tear-stained face with water. I dressed 
with little interest in the smart clothes Га 
once taken such pride in, because there 
was no longer the stimulus of a Charles to 
whistle and exclaim pridefully, *Can that 
gorgeous gal be Mrs. Charles Edwards? 
Pinch me. or I won't believe my eyes. 
honey,” while I laughingly turned to be 
enveloped in his strong, hungry arms. Ad- 
justing my black velvet cloche in the mir- 
ror, it seemed to me that the haunted face 
of a stranger stared back at me in the 


glass, a ravaged, empty face, seeking a love 
that was no longer earthbound. 

Abruptly, I looked away and ran out of 
the apartment, closing the door quickly 
behind me, as though to shut out cruel 
memories. All the way into the city, in the 
crowded subway, I kept saying to myself, 
"Snap out of it, Edrena, you've got to for- 
get, and start living again," words that 
Bert had said to me only a few days before, 
when he came to give me the check for 
Charles’ insurance. 

A glow of warmth mushroomed in my 
pent-up heart as I thought of Bert. With- 
out his assistance and unflagging devotion, 
Га never have been able to pull myself 
together during those terrible days that fol- 
lowed Charles’ death. A busy lawyer, Bert 
had given freely of his legal advice and his 
time, seeing to all funeral details and finan- 
cial matters so that I would not have to 
cope with them in my hour of bereavement. 
He’d been stopping around to visit with me 
once a week during the long months that 
followed, helping me over the rough’ spots 
at times like when I'd come across a book 
Charles had been reading and put aside 
with a bookmark to keep his place, or find 
one of his pipes tucked away in a far cor- 
ner of the desk drawer . . . 

"You've got everything to live for, 
Edrena,” he’d say seriously. “Looks, a 
career, financial security—what more can 
you ask for, under the circumstances?” I 
knew he was right, but way down inside 
there was something more, something basic, 
that was longing for fulfillment such as Га 
experienced with my husband. What I 
needed, more than money or a career, was 
the abiding love of a mature man. That 
I couldn't go on brooding about Charles 
T understood, but I didn't know how to be- 
gin a second life: I was afraid to start 
anew, to feel a stranger's arms about me, 
to hear different love words whispered in 
my ear. Charles had been my first and 
my only lover, and I had built up an emo- 
tional barrier to others which now I had 
to destroy—but it was painfully difficult to 
change the emotional habits of ten years’ 
standing. Thus, I was trapped in a cruel 
tangle of desire, fear of the future, and a 
yearning for the happiness of the past. 


(EX ONE THING kept me going al- 

most automatically. and that was my 
work. At the Tracy Department Store, 
where I was head of stock in misses’ wear, 
I was so,busy moving racks hung with 
dresses and checking in new items that I 
couldn't stop to think about my problem 
very frequently. 

But then there was the day when I went 
into the washroom to clean up for lunch, 
and ran into my friend Fran Adams, that 
I was brought back to my knotty conflict. 
Fran, a bouncing, extroverted sort, was an 
old childhood friend. Since Charles’ death, 
she'd done her best to cheer me up, and 
I was profoundly grateful for her kindli- 
ness She knew me well enough to sense 
my depression, and with her instinct for 
saying the right thing, she smiled broadly 
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this day, and queried, *Honey, how's about 
a really glamorous lunch today, topped off 
with a nice, gooey sundae? Гуе found a 
wonderful new place—" and she went on 
with her expressive eyes and hands to de- 
scribe this new restaurant she'd found for 
us to try. 

In spite of myself, I was soon laughing 
at Fran's antics, and by the time we'd gone 
to the little eatery I was feeling much less 
melancholy. Over coffee and cigarettes, 
Fran asked gently, “Feeling pretty low 
again, kid?" My lack-lustre glance was 
her answer. She was silent for a moment, 
thoughtfully flicking the ash from her ciga- 
rette. Then she said suddenly, “Look, 
chicken, how's chances for your coming up 
to Harlem with me tonight?" 

“What for?" I replied lackadaisically. 
I was already familiar with Fran's tech- 
nique of trying to get eligible dates for me, 
and instinctively shrank from these super- 
ficial and immature young men, bent only 
on having a good time. “Oh, I know what 
you're thinking, that l've got some glamour 
boy up there for you, but you're wrong this 
time," she laughed, her brown face break- 
ing into a broad smile. “I want you to 
come and see a friend of mine— Doctor 
Paul Thibeau." My expression must have 
reflected the astonishment I felt, for she 
quickly added, *He's not that kind of a 
doctor—operations, medicine, and such. 
He's a doctor of occult. science." 

At this I laughed outright. I knew that 
some of my people got tied up with voodoo 
claptrap, but I felt it was all pure super- 
stition and ignorance, and had no faith in 
it or any of its symbols. “You mean one 
of those quacks that claim they can talk 
with the dead?" I asked scornfully. “I’m 
really surprised at you, Fran. You know 
that’s all sheer nonsense.” 

Fran dropped her gaze. “He doesn’t say 
that, Edrena,” she answered shamefacedly. 
“He just gives you advice—and things— 
on your problems." Hurriedly she search- 
ed through her handbag, and brought out 
a small, printed pamphlet. “Here, read 
this," she said eagerly. “It will give you 
the lowdown on him." 

Carelessly I glanced at the booklet. On 
the cover was a picture of one of the most 
magnetic men Га ever seen. Here was a 
mature, strong face, so different from the 
callow youths Fran usually introduced me 
to. In spite of myself, a shiver curled 
down my spine, as I looked into the dark 
piercing eyes and handsome copper-colored 
face of Paul Thibeau. Reading quickly, I 
saw the words “occultist—psycho-therapis- 
tic science—consultation, daily and Satur- 
days.” Ап address in Harlem was given, 
together with a telephone number. There 
was more, about “Doctor” Thibeau’s mys- 
terious and wonderful powers of occultism 
and his ability to “help” people with their 
problems, but this I read only briefly. 

Something about the look of the man 
had stirred me to the depths of my being, 
as I had not been stirred since Charles’ 
death. I felt impelled to meet him. “Of 
course, this is just plain humbug,” I said, 


56 


masking the interest I felt as I tossed the 
pamphlet back to Fran, “but just to humor 
you, ГЇЇ go.” 

“Swell, Edrena, I’m sure you'll be glad 
you went,” Fran’s voice was charged with 
relief. “Honestly, he’s a wonder. When 
Pop was so sick and all, and I thought I 
just couldn’t take anything more, I went to 
him. He gave me something to drink at 
night that perked me right up, and I’ve 
sworn by him ever since. He’s helped lots 
of other folks in Harlem—in fact, I got his 
name from Lena Williams, that girl that 
lives in my apartment house—” and Fran 
chattered on, but I was no longer listening. 

I was thinking of Paul Thibeau. Here 
was what I had been seeking, maturity and 
strength in a man. These qualities seemed 
to be reflected in the dominant air Paul 
Thibeau had. They were the things I had 
found in Charles, attitudes not yet de- 
veloped in Fran's young men, who were 
still interested only in “having fun.” 

Blindly and unthinkingly seeking what 
Charles had had, I did not stop to question 
my judgment on Paul Thibeau. Had I 
really stopped and used my head, Га have 
hesitated because of his strange profession, 
which I knew could be downright illegal 
and dangerous. But I was now far be- 
yond the realm of thought. I was feeling. 
For the first time in months, I felt that 
here was a man who might break the chains 
that held me bound to the past. 

Back at the store, I waited eagerly for 
the closing bell. Several times during the 
day I went to the washroom and did my 
face over, only to return and do a clock- 
watching routine. Finally 5:30 came, and 
Fran and I met to go uptown. She in- 
formed me immediately she'd made the 
necessary appointment, and “Doctor” Thi- 
beau was expecting us. All the way up to 
Harlem, I queried her about him, and she 
told me he was, according to local gossip, 
a native of Haiti who had spent many years 
travelling and finally settled down in New 
York. Nobody seemed to know much more 
about him than this, but people did know 
he was a smooth dresser and a man who 
seemed to have plenty of money. His voo- 
doo was well-known also. At this point I 
must have frowned, for Fran said placat- 
ingly, “Of course, I think that's sort of 
silly—but there's no getting away from it, 
he's pretty terrific, whatever he is or does." 
I was long to remember her words. Paul 
Thibeau certainly proved to be just that in 
more ways than one. 


NCE UP in Harlem, Fran and I walked 
down a side street where apartments 
and stores mingled. One of them was Thi- 
beau's, a little, rather shabby shop quaintly 
called “Botanical Garden"—later I came 
to know this meant a place where herbs and 
other voodoo items were sold—which we 
entered. The interior was dimly lit, and 
there was an exotic scent of incense in the 
air. Looking around, I noticed the shelves 
were lined with myriad-colored candles, 
green, violet, white, blue, every color of the 
rainbow. In the counters there were boxes 


of incense, jars of what appeared to he 
bulbs—Fran told me they were John-the- 
Conqueror roots, with mysterious “powers” 
—and bottles of oils and other liquids. 

As I stood there, nervously glancing 
about, a woman came from the curtained 
back room of the shop. She was a sultry, 
olive-skinned beauty. Huge gold hoops 
hung in her ears, and there were flowers in 
her lustrous black hair. She turned her 
dark, sulky eyes to me, and somehow I felt 
uncomfortable, for there was lightly veiled 
hostility in them. “Yes?” she asked brief- 
ly. Fran quickly explained the nature of 
our visit, mentioning our appointment with 
*Doctor" Thibeau. *One moment" said the 
woman, and she disappeared into the back. 

In a matter of seconds, the curtains 
parted again, and in the semi-darkness I 
saw the face of the man whose picture had 
so stirred me. As Fran introduced us, I 
noted his slightly foreign accent, which 
added to his magnetie charm. Then *Doc- 
tor" Thibeau began to question me about 
my past life, my problems, and finally 
about my desires and hopes for the future. 
I found, to my eternal astonishment, that I 
easily talked these personal matters over 
with him, and presently. was telling him the 
whole story of my life. He listened grave- 
ly, his dark penetrating glance fastened on 
me. 

As I spoke, I sensed there was more than 
a professional interest mirrored there. He 
seemed to be taking me in as a person, 
assessing my smart clothes, my sleek hair- 
do, my careful make-up. 

When I was all talked out, he said rather 
solemnly, “Mrs. Edwards, I believe I can 
help you. Will you tell me the date of 
your birth?” I gave him this information, 
and he turned to the shelves behind him. 
taking down a purple candle. As Fran 
and I watched in wondering silence, he 
took a sharp metal tool and carved what he 
explained were the signs of the zodiac on 
the top of the candle. Then he gave me 
elaborate instructions, about lighting the 
candle in the evening. Next he took five 
small bottles into which he poured a 
fragrant-smelling oil. With these, I re- 
ceived more instructions to bathe each 
night and to place some oil from each 
bottle in my bath. 

Then he carefully wrote out a bill, with 
my name and address, and said, “That will 
be five dollars, please.” I gave him the 
money, and he wrapped the candle and the 
bottles, talking smoothly as he worked. 

“I feel—instinctively, mind you—" he 
smiled at me charmingly. “I feel that 
everything will work out for you, Mrs. 
Edwards—in time. You need to compre- 
hend the marvellous powers you have now 
locked up carefully in your mind. When 
you succeed in freeing these elements, a 
succession of events will occur even beyond 
your wildest imaginings." I blushed, and 
Fran giggled, nudging me excitedly. 

It seemed to me that Paul Thibeau had 
stripped me of all my defenses, down to my 
most intimate thoughts and longings, and I 


felt naked and ashamed before those know- 
ing dark eyes. Hastily I thanked him, and 
gathered up my paraphernalia, with an un- 
willing Fran in tow, and left the shop. As 
soon as we were out of hearing distance, I 
told Fran I thought it had all been absurd, 
and had no intention of using the claptrap 
he’d given me. I said it was the easiest 
way to drop five dollars that I knew, and 
remarked that I thought Paul Thibeau a 
faker, pure and simple. 

Fran protested, saying he was not, that I 
would discover it for myself, but I ignored 
her comments. Underneath all my ha- 
ranguing I was secretly thrilled by my first 
encounter with him. He had guessed ac- 
curately that I was repressing the longings 
I felt, and somehow I sensed he intended 
to do something about the situation. 

But a week passed, and as each day went 
by, I slipped back into my old state of un- 
happiness, for Paul Thibeau had not called. 
After a particularly bad night, in which 
my terrifying dream about Charles re- 
curred, I determined to call Paul for an- 
other “consultation.” Courteously he sug- 
gested I come up that evening after work, 
and once again my day seemed intermina- 
ble. Finally I found myself, this time 
without Fran, in the strange little shop, 
with Paul’s deep, accent-tinged voice tell- 
ing me to release my repressions and to 
relax my tenseness. At this second meet- 
ing, he gave me more oils, and a small 
charm to wear around my neck. These I 
took meekly, but all I could think of now 
was his nearness. 

Desperately I wished for something to 
bring us together. I sensed the physical 
power of him, his exotic knowledge of the 
ways of love, and yearned to share them. 
But he remained cool and business-like, 
although again I thought he was more than 
just routinely interested in me. Neverthe- 
less, no sign of this interest was visible in 
Paul Thibeau on the surface, and since I 
was much too inhibited to show my own, 
I left the shop feeling let down and disap- 
pointed. 

It was rather late when I finally reached 
home, and to my surprise as I opened the 
door, I heard the phone's insistent ring. 
When I lifted the receiver, with a surge of 
excitement I heard Paul's voice. “You left 
your gloves behind at your consultation 
this evening, Mrs. Edwards," he said 
smoothly, “апа since I happen to be in 
Brooklyn on business, I thought perhaps I 
might drop them by on my way home." 

Weakly I murmured something about his 
kindness, and not wanting to put him out, 
hoping desperately all the while that he 
would come. He replied “Not at all. ГЇЇ be 
there in less than half an hour," and hung 
up. In a furore I quickly changed to a 
stunning housecoat l'd had for ages and 
never worn, and did my face over, brushing 
on eye-shadow and lipstick with trembling 
fingers. 5 

Аз I was fastening the belt on the gleam- 
ing satin negligee, the doorbell pealed. 
Hastily I answered it, and there stood Paul, 
immaculately attired in brown suit com- 


plete with boutonniere, a large white box 
in his hands, the very picture of а cosmop- 
оше. “Flowers for a lovely lady," he 
smiled, his husky foreign accent charm- 
ing and exciting at the same time. 

Protesting, I took the box and opened it: 
it was full of the most gorgeous red roses 
Id ever seen. My gloves were tucked in 
with them, and the card attached read *To 
a new future—may it be as vivid and beau- 
tiful as these flowers." As I turned to thank 
him, I found Paul was so close that our 
bodies almost touched.  Instinctively, I 
shrank back, still fearful, but Paul reached 
out and took my arm, gently pulling me 
toward him. “Don’t run away, Edrena,” 
he whispered. “It’s in the stars for us—I 
know. That little charm I gave you to- 
night was to bring us together—and you 
know you can’t resist forces bigger than 
yourself.” Then all the fences Pd built up 
were destroyed, and in a moment I was 
close to him, our lips meeting in a burning 
kiss. 

I knew at long last what it was to love a 
living, breathing man rather than a ghost. 
All the emotions I’d kept locked securely 
away broke loose, and with abandon I gave 
myself up to Paul Thibeau’s enveloping 
arms... 


М: WHOLE OUTLOOK, and my whole 

life, changed radically after that eve- 
ning. Paul immediately established him- 
self in my routine, arranging his “consul- 
tations" only during the day, and picking 
me up at night in his flashy green con- 
vertible as I left the store. I never met him 
up at his shop in Harlem, because he de- 
cided it was not *good for his business." 
When I laughingly teased him, and asked 
whether it might not be because of the girl 
Td seen there, and her possible jealousy, 
he smiled and told me she was his assist- 
ant, and helped with masculine customers. 
Then he dismissed the subject, and I, trust- 
ing, did not take it up again. 

Besides, I was having the time of my 
life. Almost every evening, Paul and I 
went to a night club or a dinner and danc- 
ing spree. He spent money like water, and 
I sometimes wondered how he could keep 
it up. I figured his income was astro- 
nomical One evening, however, as he 
reached for the tab and felt for his wallet, 
he said with a frown, *Edrena, I seem to 
have forgotten my billfold. Could you let 
me have—" mentioning the sum to cover 
the check. I happened to have my salary 
with, me, for it had been pay day, and I 
handed it over without a murmur. The 
procedure was repeated a second night. 

Within a brief period of time, I was soon 
supplying Paul with money, plus presents 
such as a gold ring, a tie clip, and even a 
custom-made suit, all of which he casually 
suggested he needed or wanted, and I, 
fatuously attracted to my new lover, grant- 
ed them. Paul accepted these gifts with 
the ease of manner so characteristic of him. 
Sometimes I would have a twinge of con- 
science about this phase of our relation- 
ship, and the words “kept man” recurred 


in my mind, but a few minutes in Paul’s 
embrace made everything seem worth 
while. I was loved, and he was my be- 
loved—these were all that really mattered, 
I told myself. 

Because I was so tied up with Paul, I 
resented spending time away from him, 
and when Bert would call from time to 
time, Га put him off evasively. He seemed 
concerned about my new desire for pri- 
vacy, and one night, after Га refused to 
see him for the dozenth time, he appeared 
at my apartment while Paul was there. I 
literally froze with fright when I opened 
the door, for I didn't want them to meet. 
But I finally summoned enough courage to 
ask him in. Weakly I introduced him to 
Paul as my husband's brother. 

Bert glanced coldly at Paul, appraising 
him in male fashion, but Paul was his 
usually charming self, bland and poised. 
When I offered Bert a highball he refused, 


' but Paul said, “ГЇЇ take one, honey," 


casually, and before I could stop him 
had gone into the kitchen as though he 
were right at home, and proceeded to pull 
out ice trays and take down bottles and 
glasses with a familiarity that could not 
be ignored. 

For what seemed an eternity, Bert sat 
stiffly, looking at me. There was no anger 
or even a hint of reproach in his voice 
when he finally said, *Well, you seem to 
have taken my advice, Edrena." 

“What do you mean by that Bert?" I 
asked nervously. 

“T mean, about starting to live again. 
Looks like you really have—with a bang." 
His tone was suddenly grave. “Who is this 
man?" he queried. 

Quickly, and as briefly as I decently 
could, I told Bert about Paul, skipping 
over his occupation, for I knew Bert would 
not have approved, and not mentioning the 
money and presents Га given him. Before 
Bert could say anything more, Paul was 
back, highball in. hand. He came and 
sat on the arm of my chair, draping his 
body carelessly and casually along the 
back. There was unspoken intimacy in 
his every gesture. 

Bert stood up abruptly, and said *I must 
be going, Edrena. Glad to know you're all 
right." Frigidly he bid Paul goodbye, and 
as I went to the door with him, murmuring 
politely that he stay, he ruefully grinned 
and said, “No thanks, Edrena—two’s ob- 
viously company, and you know what they 
say about a third party.” Then he took 
my hand and added earnestly, “If you ever 
need me, you know where to find me, my 
dear.” 

When he was gone, I walked slowly back 
into the living room, feeling like a liar and 
a cheat, so that for a brief instant I was 
unaware of Paul’s amused look. “Brother- 
in-law protecting the poor little widow?” 
he inquired sardonically. 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Paul,” I flared. 

“You are a stupid little chick, Edrena. 
That lad’s mad about you,” he replied 
lazily. 

I flushed involuntarily, and exclaimed 
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stiffly, “That’s absurd. Bert thinks of me 
as a sister." 

“You're blind, my sweet little innocent,” 
Paul commented, pulling me down beside 
him. He kissed me softly, then suddenly 
gripped my face with his. strong hands. 
His eyes glittered with a dark violence I'd 
never seen there before, and he muttered 
harshly, “Don’t ever try to two-time me, 
Edrena. You’re mine—and make no mis- 
take.” There was a steely threat in his 
words that caused fear to spread through 
me, malignant and terrifying. 

But as abruptly, his manner changed, 
and he was again the suave lover. “I’m 
just mad about you, petite,” he whispered. 
Cupping my head he brought his lips close, 
blotting out the sinister implication of what 
he had said a moment before. Instinct 
warned me about him, but I was unable to 
free myself from the love thralldom in 
which I was entangled. I was his, body 
and soul. | 

We continued our relationship, but а 
new element was gradually creeping in. I 
began to feel disturbed and distrustful 
when Paul would ask me for money, which 
he did now with regularity. Things came 
to a climax on one rainy afternoon when I 
was off work and Paul had come over. He 
wanted a new suit he'd seen somewhere, 
and asked me for a particularly large sum. 

I was now dipping continually in my 
capital, although I had not told Paul, and 
was worried about it. I protested that the 
amount was too great. For a moment Paul 
said nothing, but there was a cold gleam in 
his eyes. Once again I glimpsed the innate 
viciousness such as Га seen him exhibit the 
night Bert had paid his surprise visit. 
Then he got up, and with a swift, tiger- 
like stride, came close, grabbing me rough- 
ly and tightening his grip until it seared 
my flesh. “I’m no smalltime punk you can 
push around, Edrena," he muttered. “If 
you can't do me a favor now and then—" 

Fearfully I gazed into his angry face, so 
contorted with rage. My instinct told me 
he was not above violence, and innately 
self-preservation rose to the fore. I said, 
calmly, *Very well, Paul, if this means so 
much to you, ГЇЇ go to the bank." 

Instantly his fierceness disappeared. 
“That’s better, honey, much better,” he 
said. 

Playing for time, I said, “Look, why 
don't you go uptown and change, and meet 
me here for dinner? That will give me 
time to take care of everything." 

"Okay, petite," Paul was now agreeable 
and perfectly willing to cooperate, his 
poised self once more. “See you here at 
six," he added, and in a moment he was 
gone. 


SAT down, trembling, and- wondering 

what to do. It was clear that in Paul 
Га gotten more than Га bargained for. I 
was looking for love, and he'd given it to 
me—but he wanted his own pound of flesh, 
too. He may have cared for me, in his own 
way, but not as I'd cared for him—blindly, 
madly. He was interested in other things 
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besides love—clothes, jewelry, good times 
—and he would stop at nothing to secure 
them, even at taking money from a woman. 

As I sat, thinking, it seemed to me I 
heard a noise at my door. Fearful that 
Paul had returned, I went silently into my 
hall and placed my ear against the door. 
But to my surprise, no one rang, and in a 
moment, Í saw a piece of paper appearing 
beneath the door. I picked it up and read, 
"Leave him alone—this is а warning—or 
you will be sorry." 

I jerked open the door, but the hallway 
was empty, except for a tiny doll which 
lay almost at my feet. As I lifted it from 
the floor, I saw, with a stab of terror, that 
it was a voodoo doll, weird-looking, tiny, 
made of feathers and bound together with 
black thread. 

Instantly, I realized that I was being 
threatened not only by Paul, but by the 
sultry girl l'd seen in his shop. She had 
put a curse on me, a voodoo curse, in the 
hope of keeping me from the man who was 
my lover and whom she, too, obviously 
loved. With blinding clarity, I saw that 
Paul's tale about her being his assistant 
had been a bold and concealing lie. This 
girl had a more intimate, a closer connec- 
tion than a business one. She had been 
duped by Paul, and so had I—but he also 
had threatened me. 

With decision, I went to the phone and 
dialled Bert's number. I knew I was in the 
middle of a dangerous situation that might 
well explode momentarily into violence, so 
when he answered, I asked him to come 
over immediately on a vital matter. With- 
out questioning, he replied he'd be there, 
and within minutes arrived. I was so 
frightened and humiliated that I fell on his 
shoulder and clung to him out of sheer 
relief. Blurting out the whole sordid story. 
I felt his arms tighten about me. 

"You've gotten yourself into a fine mess, 
haven't you, Edrena, fooling around with 
this voodoo quack, and now, this girl comes 
along to add to the difficulties," he said 
softly. 

“I wish Га never seen him, Bert,” I 
wept. “But I was so very lonely—and he 
was charming, thoughtful, and so under- 
standing—at least, at first.” 

“Never judge a book by its cover, honey,” 
he said. “Take the book named ‘Bert 
Edwards, for instance." His smile was 
shy. "Its been the story of a hidden love 
for years, and you've never given it a sec- 
ond look." 

I raised my tear-stained glance to meet 
his unwavering one. “It’s true, Edrena. 
Гуе loved you as long as I can remember, 
but you were Charles’ wife, and I never 
dreamed of saying anything about my feel- 
ings then. After he was gone, I thought 
someday, somehow, I would tell you, but 
I was afraid you didn't feel the same about 
me. І waited too long. If Га spoken up 
earlier, perhaps you'd have come to me for 
the love and affection you craved." 

With a deep-down tenderness Га never 
dreamed was there, he looked lovingly at 
me. “Do you think you can forget all this 


business, Edrena—and do you think you 
could ever forgive me for being so stupid, 
and love me a little?” His eyes searched 
my face for a sign. 

“Oh, Bert, darling Bert," I wept. Now 
at last I saw him in perspective, as a fine, 
earnest man that had all the stability and 
warmth any woman could ask. This was 
truly what I had been searching for, and it 
was right near me all the time. I had been 
a silly, mixed-up little fool, desperately 
trying to escape from reality, from the 
need to think clearly and act maturely 
about my problems. Bert's kiss sealed for 
me the promise of a glorious future. I 
knew that this time, the love I was to have 
was right and good. 

Then Bert said, “Now, honey, we've got 
to get this Thibeau affair straightened out 
for once and all." 

“Yes, but how?" I asked, fearful, re- 
membering Paul and the girl and their 
threats. 

“I think well pay ‘Doctor’ Thibeau a 
little visit,” he said grimly, “a visit he 
won't quickly forget.” 

I pleaded with him, but Bert insisted. 
He told me to call Paul, and say that I 
would meet him at his shop. Then Bert 
and I made the long trip to Harlem- I 
was completely unnerved when we arrived 
at the store. As soon as we entered, Paul 
came out from the backroom, smiling, but 
his smile soon faded when he saw my com- 
panion. 

“АҺ, your protector is also here," he 
noted. 

Bert did not seem to hear this remark. 
“Thibeau,” he began icily, “I understand 
you have been threatening Mrs. Edwards, 
my sister-in-law and my client. This con- 
stitutes a serious offense under the law. 
and I am here to warn you. If you do this 
again, we will be forced to take legal steps 
against you." 

Paul looked guileless. “But, M'sieu 
Edwards, I would not threaten the little 
lady. Indeed, I love her more than life 
itself” Suddenly, like a wild animal, І 
saw the dark, sultry girl Paul called .his 
“assistant,” part the curtains behind Paul. 
She had obviously been listening, and had 
heard his last words only too clearly. 

*So you love her, Paul, more than life 
itself?" she cried, her beautiful face rag- 
ing. "Then you shall die!" She hurled 
herself at him, a veritable mad woman. A 
knife glistened wickedly in her hand, and 
Paul, caught off guard, stood as though 
hypnotized, unable to defend himself. 

But Bert, quick and sure, flung himself 
between them, seizing her hand and forcing 
her to drop the blade. *You little idiot," 
he muttered. “That’s no way to settle any- 
thing." 

The girl collapsed, weeping hysterically. 
“I love him, I’ve always loved him," she 
dropped her head into her hands with a 
hopeless and pitiful gesture. “Always, it is 
the same. He finds a new woman, a foolish 
one who is lonely, and gives him money, 
and presents—” I flinched, but Bert’s re- 


assuring hand closed over mine. “—and 


then it starts all over again." 

She clenched her hands convulsively, 
and I saw that she wore a gold band. “Yes, 
madame, Ї am his wife," she said harshly, 
noticing my surprised look, “Why else 
would I stay with such a man?" 

I looked bitterly at Paul, but he shifted 
his eyes away. He was completely divested 
now of all the poise and glamor that he'd 
once had in such abundance. There was 
little about him to suggest the mysterious 
magnetism Га seen in him. His narrow 
escape from death had shaken him badly, 
and he had dropped his disguise for the 
first time. 

Quickly, Bert and I left the erstwhile 
voodoo “occultist” and his wife to their 
mutual misery. Bert said, as we started 
down the street, *I believe that's the end 
of ‘Doctor’ Thibeau for us, honey. And 
good riddance.” He laughed, and so did I, 
for the first time in many months, easily 
and happily. I experienced an inner peace 
and joy: the past was over, ghosts long 
since gone, and I had the prospect of a new 
life stretching before me, the kind Га un- 
consciously and ineptly searched for, and 
had at long last, ultimately found. 


THE END 


Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 11) 

А combination of her other traits tells us 
that her naturalness has won for her many 
friends. Because she has an industrious 
nature, she finds it difficult to put up with 
weakness and shortcomings in others. She 
prefers to. use tact and diplomacy when 
clearing up matters rather than harsh 
methods. With her natural talents being 
of a lively form and needing colorful ex- 
pression, she would never be happy in a 
dry, matter-of-fact position. She would be- 
come bored and lose interest. 

Now in selecting a vocation for your- 
self, there are certain personal character- 
istics which are necessary for certain jobs 
if you intend to be happy on the job and 
enjoy your work. I have attempted to list 
a few of the basic traits. After reading 
them ask yourself if you qualify for the 
one of your choice. 

BUSINESS EXECUTIVE: Ability to ac- 
cept responsibility, initiative, tact, capa- 
ble of making decisions, working with 
others and capable of maintaining dis- 
cipline. 

LAWYER: Analytical and critical mind, 
determination, capable of expressing 
views, logical thinker. 

DOCTOR: Interested in humanity, poise 
and balance yet capable of sympathy 
for suffering, must be a logical and in- 
tuitive thinker, good physical vitality 
plus skillful use of hands. 

DRAMATIC ARTIST AND DANCER: 
Good physical vitality, showmanship, 
emotional, sensitive to sound and 
rhythm. 

SECRETARY: Neat and orderly, reliable, 
have intuition, good head for detail, 
must be able to work quickly and effi- 
ciently. 


(Continued from Page 34) 


long residence in Paris has resulted in al- 
most transforming her into a French caba- 
ret performer.” 

`A well-known New York theater critic 
described my homecoming as “in the na- 
ture of a prodigal, and after ten sensa- 
tional, successful years abroad she can 
once more laugh at her humble beginnings 
and her one-way ticket to Paris.” 

The writer was wrong. The longer I 
have lived the more I appreciate my hum- 
ble beginnings. I look back on my child- 
hood in St. Louis with affection and burn- 
ing nostalgia. I am proud of those begin- 
nings and of my mother, a poor, humble, 
God-fearing woman who gave me life. That 
one-way ticket to Paris in 1925 was the 
greatest break of my career. It was the 
most decisive trip I ever took and I shall 
never forget it. 

The 1936 Ziegfeld Follies ran for ten 
months. By a rare coincidence the show 
was housed in the Winter Garden Theater, 
Broadway and 49th Street. The old Plan- 
tation Club was upstairs but had been 
closed a good while. One night I asked 
one of the stagehands if I could go upstairs 
and see what the second floor looked like. 
He couldn’t understand this strange desire 
of mine but escorted me up. I stood there 
in the shadows of the former Plantation 
Club and thought back over the years. My 
thoughts raced back to our first opening 
there and I felt once again the excitement 
of a young girl trying to break into the 
big time. The scene evoked memories of 
Ethel Waters, then a slender girl, beautiful 
Bessie Allison, my old friend, and all of the 
girls in the chorus now scattered all over 
the country. “This is where it happened,” 
I told myself. “This is where I under- 
studied Ethel Waters, a great star." + 


AS WAS my custom everywhere, I de- 

cided to open a night club in New 
York. I wanted it to be on the exclusive 
East Side of Manhattan, but had difficulty 
finding the right location. A friend, whom 
I had known in Paris, offered to let me 
use the lower floor of her house at Park 
Avenue at 54th Street. 

My club was open for most of the run 
of the 1936 Follies and was quite a success. 
I insisted that it should cater to people of 
all colors and nationalities, and as a result, 
Negroes mixed with whites in an East Side 
night club for the first time in history. I 
was proud to see my people there every 
night. For I am always happy when I see 
human brotherhood in action. 

When the Follies closed I had time to 
survey my native land and appraise the 
changes that had taken place during. my 
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absence in Europe. I did a little travelling 
and talked to many people who were inter- 
ested in the problems of the Negro. I 
talked to editors, writers, educators and po- 
litical leaders. Always I asked the same 
question: “Are my people making prog- 
ress? Is freedom in sight?” The answers 
I received varied a lot. Sometimes I was 
confused by what I heard and saw. I saw 
my people suffering from slum housing, 
malnutrition, unequal etonomic opportu- 
nities and second-class citizenship gen- 
erally. Maybe there had been progress 
during the years I was away. If so, it was 
not too evident. 

I went to Chicago and was the house 
guest of Robert S. Abbott, then publisher 
of the Chicago Defender, the country’s 
leading Negro newspaper. Chicagoans 
were very hospitable. I went to many love- 
ly parties, and got a close look at the prob- 
lem of the urban Negro in America, 1936 
style. It was not a very pretty picture. A 
great deal of work had to be done before 
my people could claim equal rights which 
their federal constitution guaranteed them. 

When the time came to return to France 
I tried to evaluate my experience in the 
United States. I had to recognize that 
theré were more people working for the 
freedom of the Negro than there were when 
I had left in 1925. More whites were inter- 
ested in the problem. Negroes were strug- 
gling forward slowly, too slowly, I thought. 

Back in France I plunged into my work 
in the clubs and theaters with an enthu- 
siasm and energy I had never known be- 
fore. After those months in America Paris 
was a gay and creative place to be. There 
were no racial tensions there, no Jim Crow 
laws, no lynchings. There you were ac- 
cepted for what you had to offer and your 
skin color did not matter a bit. I was 
happy to be back in the land of liberty, 
equality and fraternity. My husband, Pe- 
pito, died, and for a long time I was sad- 
dened. He had been a wonderful compan- 
ion and a calm and loyal adviser. Life 
would never be the same without him. 

Some time later I recovered from my 
deep melancholy. I married Jean Lyon, 
an airplane manufacturer. Jean was a 
strikingly handsome man, very gay and 
charming. 

Three years later we ‘separated and 
finally secured a divorce. In issuing the 
divorce decree the judge said: “Here is 
a couple who were never able to get to 
know each other. They never had time to 
méet." He was right; this was exactly why 
we obtained the divorce. I used to return 
home from my club at 5 in the morning. 
One hour later Jean was on his way to his 
factory. I slept until late in the afternoon. 
I dined early each evening before going on 
to my first show, and often Jean had not 
come back from his office. Two people 
could not go on living that way and remain 
together. Jean and I continued to be 
friends, however. Some time after the di- 
vorce he asked me to re-marry him, but I 
said no. It just wasn’t possible to go through 
it again. You can’t retrace your steps. “No, 


it won’t work,” I told Jean. “Life has de- 
cided differently.” 

The three years that followed were 
crowded with activity and work. I went on 
dancing and singing, trying to touch peo- 
ple with my art and make them happier. 
Sometimes I succeeded. But it became 
harder to entertain during a period of in- 
ternational tension. Hitler’s legions were 
on the march across Europe and the whole 
continent was fearful for its security. The 
Munich crisis of 1938 merely dramatized 
the growth of the Nazi menace to peace and 
freedom. Those of us in Europe who had 
been following world events with intense 
concern knew that the worst was ahead. 

The war clouds, which had been gath- 
ering swiftly, burst with a resounding crash 
in 1939 and the great conflict between de- 
mocracy and fascism started. 

I had bought a beautiful 12th Century 
chateau at Castelnaud-Fayrac in Dordogne, 
not far from Toulouse. My time was di- 
vided between there and my house at Ve- 
sinet, just north of Paris. Life was good. 
Professionally I was at my peak. I don’t 
think it was possible for me to go higher. 
God had been good to me. I had come a 
long way and was terribly happy. 


But THE WORLD was in an unhappy 
condition. My beloved France had 
mobilized, and awaited the German blow. 
I knew that this was a time for national 
unity. I determined to aid the country that 
had helped me find myself. I loved France 
with all my soul and wanted to help her in 
her hour of trial. 
Hitler sent his armies into France and 


„was able to occupy our great country. But 


France never quit. The whole world knows 
that millions of Frenchmen, spurred on by 
a powerful patriotism, armed themselves 
and resisted the invader with their blood 
and their lives. I was one of them. I 
fought with the France that never sur- 
rendered and refused to lick the boot of 
the invader. I was a part of the under- 
ground. 

For four years I was a member of the 
Free French forces, working for the libera- 
tion of the France that had befriended me 
and to whom I was forever obligated. For 
four years I worked under discipline in the 
service of a great cause, the freeing from 
Nazi tyranny of a great people temporarily 
under its domination. 

Much misinformation was spread about 
my activities during the war years. Ї was 
reported dead more than once, and friends 
and fans of mine all over the world 
mourned my death. I was reported in the 
hands of the Gestapo. 

It is not easy to tell about;my work dur- 
ing the war. But most of the story of my 
adventures with the Free French forces 
during World War II is contained in a 
book written by Commandant Jacques Ab- 
tey, who was my commanding officer in 
the Free French Intelligence Service. The 
book is titled La Guerre Secrete de Jo- 
sephine Baker. ln it Abtey tells of our 
first meeting at my home in Vesinet, in 


September, 1939. I told him of my great 
love for France. 

“Tt is France which made me what I 
m," I said, *and I will always treasure 
an eternal gratitude. to her. France has 
been sweet and generous to colored peo- 
ples, and I love my country because there 
is no racial prejudice here. I am ready to 
give my life to France in this great cause, 
in the struggle for her freedom." 

As a service to the French Army I was 
requested to utilize my contacts with the 
Italian Embassy in Paris to obtain informa- 
tion of value to France. I was specially 
instructed to cultivate a friendship with a 
certain attache of the embassy who pos- 
sessed valuable information. This I did 
and made regular reports to the French 
Intelligence Service. I was happy serving 
France. 

General De Gaulle had issued from Lon- 
don his appeal to all Frenchmen to go on 
fighting the German invader until he had 
been driven from the land. All over France 
men were stirring, organizing a mighty un- 
derground movement against the Nazis. 
France was girding herself for a fight to 
the finish against the hated invader. 

It was decided to reorganize the French 
Intelligence Service to function secretly 
against the German army of occupation 
in France and North Africa. I was one of 
thousands of Frenchmen who were asked 
to help in the fight to achieve liberation. 

(Continued Next Month) 
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sues of the miraculous trumpet king at his 
yocal and instrumental best. Backing is 
by some old combinations—Satchmo’s Hot 
Five, Hot Seven, pianist Earl Hines and 
varied other groups. Tunes in the four 
albums were lifted from the period be- 
tween 1925-29 when Louis was singing and 
blowing with a fervent kind of skill that 
has yet to be equaled by any other jazz- 
man. Each of the Armstrong sides rates 
as a collector item but of particular worth 
are such dandies as West End Blues, Pm 
Confessi, Muskrat Ramble, Struttin? 
With Some Barbecue, Basin Street Blues 
and Lazy River ... GOOD: Decca’s 
Lonesome Gal/The Beanbag Song, spot- 
lighting the ebullient Ella Fitzgerald in 
vocal stints on a ballad and a novelty. 
Material in the pair is not much to work 
with but the matchless Fitzgerald treat- 
ment makes it musically tasteful. Her fans 
will be delighted with the pressing .. . 
RECOMMENDED: Victor’s Sidewalk 
Shuffle/I’m To Blame, resounding the 
close harmonies and instrumental niceties 
of Steve Gibson and the Original Red 
Caps. Top side is a jumper, flip has a 
Billy Kennyish vocal on a smoothie that 
moves around an easy beat. Each could 
score well on juke boxes . . . BEST IN- 
STRUMENTAL PERFORMANCE: Pres- 
tige’s Echoes of Harlem with the expres- 
sive horn of trumpeter Roy Eldridge on 
a side pressed in Sweden with handsome 
backing. 
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the truth, now that the time had come for 
me to leave my job, I realized how much 
of a sacrifice it was going to be to change 
my life so completely, to give up irrevoca- 
bly the dreams I had long cherished of 
going higher and higher in Y work. Ihad 
envisioned an executive secretaryship in 
perhaps five more years, then who knew 
what would open up for me. I had been 
conscientious and ambitious. I had made 
the right contacts and several of the im- 
portant women on the national board had 
focused their eyes on my career. 

But now it was all ended. 

For when sophisticated Dr. John Gran- 
ger, one of the city's most eligible bache- 
lors, had proposed to me on a June evening 
six months ago at the A. K. A. dance, he 
had told me his own dream. John wanted 
a gracious home, a wife reigning over it 
and nothing to occupy her mind but being 
happy and making him happy. It had all 
sounded so ideal the way that John had 
painted the picture. The soft strains of 
music, the romantic atmosphere of the 
dance and the fact that I had long ago be- 
come quite mad about John's intense good 
looks and his worldly air had caused the 
inevitable. I had promised to forego my 
career to be a wife and, perhaps some day, 
a mother. 

In the days and weeks S had passed 
since our engagement was announced I 
had entertained. disquieting doubts about 
my promise. Had I been too rash? Wasn't 
it rather old-fashioned for women of this 
modern day to revert to the old theory that 
their place is in the home? I had tried 
to weigh and balance things to really see 
them John's way, but I had been unable 
to find an answer. Yet, I was not as happy 
as John believed, nor as Cora or the rest 
of the admiringly envious Y personnel be- 
lieved for, already, there was a tiny rebel- 
lion stirring within me against the concept 
that woman's ultimate and ideal destiny is 
to become subservient to men. 

How often I had preached to lecture 
groups, to worshipfully respectful young 
girls at the Y that women had found their 
place in the world today; that their place 
was anywhere they had ambition and 
ability to go; that it was no longer a man's 
world. 

And here I was doing the exact opposite 
of what I had counselled them to do—re- 
nouncing my own advice. 

I started thinking about everything I 
had believed in about equality of the sexes 
—which to me was as important as racial 
equality. Why was it, I have asked my- 
self so many times, that men always 
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thought their careers were so important 
and not those of their wives. Why should 
I give up my Y job? Then I imagined 
the indignation and disbelief which would 


have spread over John's face had I sug-- 


gested that he give up his practice and al- 
low me to support us on my wages and 
potential as a Y executive. 

And still why did it seem so far-fetched? 
Wasn't I entitled to a career too? And 
then inevitably my thoughts drifted to the 
acceptance by everyone of the idea that 
women can't get along without men. Why? 
I asked. 

Yet only a few weeks before reading 
some statistics on job turnover among 
women who leave industry for marriage, 
I had found that many of the very women 
who proudly assert their independence in 
job situations actually seek the kinds of 
jobs where they may hope to meet their 
particular Prince Charming. One article 
had revealed that hostess jobs were popu- 
lar with girls because 45 per cent of airline 
hostesses annually leave their jobs to be 
married. Of the 300,000 nurses in prac- 
tice in the country, more than one-third 
disappear into kitchens every year and ex- 
change their starched uniforms for aprons. 

Home in bed, I thought to myself, after 
all perhaps I am just like those air 
hostessés and nurses. I found it hard to 
sleep thinking, wondering if I was getting 
ready to betray a cause I had espoused so 
loudly and sincerely, the progress of wom- 
en. Worst of all, I wondered if I would 
end up unhappy. But this mood didn't 
stay with me very long. I began to think 
of John, what a wonderful and devoted 
lover he had been and what a fine husband 
he would make. How could any girl go 
wrong if she were fortunate enough to win 
his love, I asked myself. To utterly defeat 
my doubts, I was jolted out of my dream- 
ing by the shrill insistence of the phone 
at my elbow. Happily, if languidly, I 
reached out and picked up the receiver. 
Before I heard the deep, hearty voice, I 
knew it was my John, making his nightly 
call. 

“T love you,” he said. 

It was always the first thing he said. 
Common, ordinary people began a con- 
versation with common, ordinary phrases. 


Hello. Or a comment on the weather. Not 
my John. 

“I love you too, darling." I answered 
him. 


"How was the party?" he wanted to 
know. “Did they shed buckets of tears be- 
cause I’m stealing you from them?” 

“Tt was a wonderful party, John. I had 
half hoped you would pick me up, though." 

I waited for his explanation. But wom- 
anlike, I was waiting, knowing what the 
explanation was going to be. He had been 
calling on patients, of course. John was 
one of the busiest and most popular doctors 
in town and he never turned down a call if 
it was humanly possible for him to make it. 

As he told me in detail about the case 
which had kept him tied up, I began to 
think once more along the lines his call 


had interrupted. What would our life to- 
gether be like? Would I be constantly 
disappointed, constantly waiting, keeping 
dinners warm, sitting around impatiently 
in formal clothes waiting for John to come 
home and take me out? 

But the enthusiasm in his voice, the glad 
note as he exulted over the fact that he had 
been able to bring relief to a bravely suffer- 
ing little boy, the son of one of his fra- 
ternity brothers, made me feel ashamed 
for my own selfishness. Many women, in 
my position, would feel eternally proud 
to be the wife of a man so dedicated to 
this work, a work of healing and mercy. 
I felt a rush of shame at my traitorous 
thoughts. 

*You know what, darling," I interrupted 
him suddenly. 

“What Joan dear?” 

“I just can't wait until the day, 
tenderly. 


” I said 


ЕЕ DAY came swiftly and every doubt 
I had ever harbored in my mind was 
erased absolutely by the happy realization 
that I was Mrs. John Granger. There was 
so much to be grateful for. I was in love 
with the dignified brownstone home in the 
best section of town which John had 
bought as a surprise wedding present. 

Ihad mixed emotions when John told me 
that he was making arrangements for the 
hiring of a girl to do housework and help 
with preparation of meals. Ї was not a 
little proud that my successful husband 
could afford to give me domestic help and 
quite mindful of the prestige that this 
would give me among his friends and mine, 
also the fact that it would give me much 
{тее time for social activities. But, on the 
other hand, having a girl would take away 
some of the housewifely joy of running my 
home myself and doing all the little things 
a woman in love with her husband appre- 
ciates doing. The thing which worried ine 
most however, was the realization that I 
might not have been so willing to leave my 
job had I known that the great burden of 
domestic chores would be taken off my 
hands. The suspicion was aroused in my 
mind that John hadn't wanted me to know 
about the maid because he suspected that I 
would protest against quitting, but I dis- 
missed this as an unworthy thought. After 
all, I had no reason to believe he was un- 
derhanded and sneaky. 

At first our marriage was an unbelieva- 
bly happy one. There was a certain luxury 
about being able to get out of bed an hour 
or two later than formerly. І insisted on 
having breakfast with John every morning, 
but, even so, he worked such late hours 
usually that his office hours didn't begin 
until ten o'clock. I derived a great deal 
of pleasure out of being able to shop with- 
out pinching pennies, to patronize the 
smartest places in town and to tell the 
salesgirls confidently to “charge it." I be- 
gan moving in a circle of women whose 
husbands were fairly independent, whose 
hobbies were afternoon bridge and gossip 
sessions, chairmanships of socially sig- 


nificant charity affairs and making beauty 
shop and manicurist appointments. I had 
envisioned John and I becoming friendly 
with young couples in our set, exchanging 
dinner invitations with them and having an 
occasional theatre date. I soon found that 
it was almost impossible to count on John. 
He never knew at what hour he would be 
called upon and it seemed that every time 
we planned something, the phone would 
ring and someone on the other end would 
tell John that it was “urgent” that he come 
to see them. 

It is only human nature Шаа girl who 
had been used to supporting herself, get- 
ting out mornings in all sorts of weather 
and scrimping to save a few dollars for 
emergencies would be pleased with the 
luxurious aspects of this new life I was 
living. But, before a year had passed, I 
found the glamor wearing thin. I began to 
examine more closely the lives of the 
women in whose society I travelled. I be- 
gan to see them as the kind of women I 
had always despised. They were anything 
but useful citizens of the community. Even 
the charitable gestures they made now and 
then were exhibitionist deeds, contem- 
plated to bring them favorable mention in 
the society columns. They had no aim or 
ambition in life other than afternoons spent 
in character assassination of members of 
their group who didn't happen to be 
present. I began turning down luncheon 
invitations, making excuses when bridge 
sessions were held. 

One afternoon, Sadie Prentiss, one of the 
members of the set and the wife of a promi- 
nent undertaker, phoned me. 

“Darling,” she cooed sweetly, “Why 
haven't we seen you recently. We're start- 
ing to get worried about you. Dora Staun- 
ton told us at our last meeting that she 
had heard some perfectly idiotic rumor 
that you and John were having some kind 
ef trouble with each other. Then, of 
course, some say you are pregnant. I 
simply didn't believe a word of it, my dear, 
but..." 

“But you thought you'd call up and re- 
peat that silly dribble,” I answered sharp- 
ly. I was out of sorts, feeling unimportant 
and as though I were living the life of a 
parasite. I didn't care how insulted Mrs. 
Prentiss became. “Well, darling, you go 
báck and tell all those silly, unoccupied 
women that I'm tired of wasting time with 
them; that I happen to be the kind of per- 
son who believes in doing something in life 
to justify my existence." 

Disregarding the voice at the other end 
of the line, I banged down the receiver. I 
was furious, furious with Sadie Prentiss 
and her whole pack, furious with myself 
for allowing myself to get entangled with 
a vicious, do-nothing bunch and, yes, furi- 
ous with my husband for placing me in a 
situation in which he must have known 
very well I felt like a fish out of water. I 
sat around all afternoon and brooded 
about it. 

My bitter, confused thoughts were only 
a reflection of the growing dissension 


which had been stirring in my mind ever 
since that one ecstatic moment when I al- 
lowed John to paint a picture for me of 
how happy I would be as a stay-at-home 
wife. 

By the time John’s key turned in the 
front door and he came in, smiling and 
cheerful, I had worked up a fine rage. I 
looked at him stonily after he kissed me. 

“What’s the matter, old girl. You look 
a little down in the dumps. Lose your best 
friend?” 

Then, chuckling to himself, he started 
for the hallway again, on his way upstairs 
to put on his slippers and smoking jacket 
and wash up for dinner. His light manner, 
contrasting with my evil mood, infuriated 
me more. 

“You're certainly right I lost my best 
friend,” I called after his retreating. back. 
“My job, I mean.” 

John’s face as he whirled to stare at me, 
was the picture of incredulity. It was the 
very first time even a hint of a harsh word 
had passed between us. He walked slowly 
toward me, speaking softly, patiently. 

“Sweetheart,” he said, “You really are 
upset, aren't you. Aren't you feeling 
well?" 

“Tf I were any healthier in body, Га 
burst wide open," I answered bitterly, *but 
I can't say that I'm happy at all, not one 
wee little bit." 

He spread his hands in despair. 

“Something I’ve done—or didn't do?" he 
asked. Then he clapped his hand to his 
head. “God, sweetheart, now I know! It’s 
our anniversary and I completely forgot 
about it.” 

Something seemed to fall out of the bot- 
tom of my heart. It was our anniversary. 
I had forgotten it too. That did it. That 
proved that anything that had been left of 
the sweet romance we once had had van- 
ished. John had been too busy to remem- 
ber. I had been so bored I forgot. 

We had a long, serious talk then and I 
explained to John exactly how I felt, that 
he had been unfair to insist on my leaving 
my job, that I was merely wasting time 
staying at home; that we could both be 
much happier if my mind was occupied 
and my talents put to work. 

John was reasonable and sweet and un- 
derstanding, save for one important thing. 
He wouldn't hear of my working again. 
No pleading, threatening or arguments 
could budge him from his position. He 
made no secret of the fact that he thought 
I had a *good deal" and that I ought to 
be satisfied. He talked about my job at the 
Y as if it had been of the least importance, 
an insignificant past time. John remained 
reasonable until he found out that I was 
adamant about some new understanding 
being brought about between us. Then he 
showed a nasty side which shocked me be- 
yond belief. 

“There are a whole lot of women who 
would give their eye teeth to be in your 
shoes, old girl,” he told me sneeringly. “I 
don’t believe in married women working 
and I’m not going to have it said that I 
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can’t support my wife in a style better than 
what she was accustomed to. So, find your- 
self some new playmates because you're go- 
ing to stay in your own back yard or we're 
going to call it quits.” 

Love or no love, І wasn’t going to let 
any man run roughshod over me in this 
fashion. I controlled my temper but | told 
John frankly that, even if it meant calling 
it “quits,” I was going back to my job. 

My husband, shaking with anger, 
shouted. 

“That’s perfectly all right with me.” 


OF COURSE, my pride made me take 

John literally even though the tears 
scalded my eyes as I telephoned my old 
buddy Cora Scott and asked if I could 
spend a few nights with her. Cora was 
her old understanding self, didn’t ask a lot 
a prying questions and bided her own time 
until I was ready to talk. When I poured 
out my troubles to Cora she looked at me 
shrewdly and said: 

“You want to know the truth, Joan?” 

“Of course, Cora,” I said. 

“You want to go back to the Y and take 
your old job back, don’t you?” she asked. 

“Why. yes, I was thinking of something 
of the sort," I admitted. “PI show John 
Granger I can get along without him." 

Cora was silent for a moment. Then she 
declared: 

"Yes, that's all you want to do—show 
John. That will get you exactly nowhere. 
You never gain anything by doing things 
spitefully. You know, Joan, as long as 
we've known each other, you've alway 
been the big sister, the advice-dispensing 
end of the partnership. Well, I’m going to 
tell you some facts of life. You might not 
like them, but I’m going to be honest about 
it and that's the best I can do.” 

I was in for a couple of hours of revela- 
tion. As much as I liked and admired 
Сога I had never dreamed that she had-at 
her fingertips so much logic and common 
sense, so much knowledge and so many 
facts about the problem which had arisen 
in my marriage. Cora told me about a 
very interesting article which was written 
by a Dr. Clifford R. Adams, a member of 
the psychology department of Pennsylvania 
State College. Dr. Adams had pointed out 
that these days about one wife in five is 
employed and that one third of all em- 
ployed women are married and living with 
their husbands. Among the reasons given 
for married women working, Cora ex- 
plained to me, were financial need, earn- 
ing money for extra comforts or the fact 
that they prefer work or are exceptional- 
ly talented and energetic women who 
continue their careers from sheer interest. 

"You fit into the last category," Cora 
told me. 

But, she went on to emphasize, Dr. 
Adams had written that women who ex- 
pected to hold a job and achieve a happy 
marriage must be exceptional women and 
must have exceptional husbands. Success- 
ful wives who work, the psychologist 
stated, are those who work with their hus- 


band's approval, who makes crystal clear 
all their reasons for wanting to work, who 
avoid jobs involving abnormal hours, high 
pressure and nerve strain or direct com- 
petition with their husbands and who make 
certain that the family gains, rather than 
loses by their working. 

There were other financial elements in- 
volved, but as Cora said, these wouldn't 
enter into the picture insofar as John and 
I were concerned. 

*Now, let's break the situation down as 
it directly affects your own situation," she 
summed up. 

“Your first big mistake was giving John 
a hasty answer when he asked you to give 
up your career. Having made that mis- 
take, your next big error was not admit- 
ting that it had been a mistake, long be- 
fore you two walked down the middle aisle. 
You built up in him a confidence that mar- 
riage to him was infinitely more important 
to you than your career. When you went 
along, seemingly happy. hiding within 
yourself all your doubts and building up a 
resentment against him, you fortified him 
in that confidence. Naturally, when you 
suddenly confronted him with the opposite 
of what you led him to believe, he could 
only regard you as ungrateful, unappre- 
ciative of the beautiful home he had given 
you, yoür maid, your charge accounts. 

*Of course, he should have been more 
reasonable when he did find out how you 
felt,” Cora continued. “I can understand 
your reaction to his using that old “wom- 
an's place is in the home" line. But you 
are both wrong and just because two peo- 
ple who are in love make mistakes, that 
doesn't mean they should break up their 
marriage. You want to go back to John, 
don't you, dear." 

I hesitated slightly but I had to tell the 
truth to Cora who had sincerely taken such 
pains to make me see the light. 

“Of course I do," I said. 

"Tell you what you do. honey. Phone 
him and tell him that you're sorry you 
exploded instead of talking things over 
calmly. Don't blame him for what he did 
that was wrong. Leave that to him. He'll 
blame himself. Tell him you want to come 
home and work out your problem with him. 
Tf you can't bring yourself to do that, make 
an appointment to see him somewhere. But 
see him." 

“And what's the solution?" I asked, half 
convinced. 

"The solution is a compromise. You 
don't need a job for money. What you need 
is a feeling that you are important, that 
your career is important. Why not a part- 
time volunteer job with the Y, contributing 
your time and services. You'd be inde- 
pendent then and still a happily, confi- 
dently married woman. And what's more, 
darling, you could be pretty independent 
on your job, be able to express opinions 
and new and different ideas." 

I gave Cora a grateful kiss and reached 
for the telephone. 

А minute later I heard John's eager 
voice and, even before I could say a word, 


he was asking me to come home, telling 
me he was sorry. 

Tm back at the Y now. I'm doing a vol- 
unteer job with teen-age children which 
badly needs to be done. John is proud of 
me and the work I’m doing. We're both 
proud of the fact that we were able to be 
sensible and to reconcile our differences. 

I found out the hard way that women can 
get along without men if they're willing to 
sacrifice the men they love for a stubborn 
idea. 

ГЇЇ always be grateful to Cora for show- 
ing me the light. And, although John 
doesn't know who straightened out my 
ideas or how it was done, he knows that 
we are happier now than ever. Being 
happy, I think, is a good enough full-time 
career. THE END 


How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 5) 


started going out a lot together. We had 
dinner together more times than I can re- 
member, and caught late movies often. 
Eddie and I began to grow on each other. 
I discovered in him qualities that I ad- 
mired. In many little ways he showed that 
he was fond of me too. 

Eddie, like many musicians I knew, 
didn't know how to take care of his health. 
It used to make me angry to see him 
neglect his health so I started lecturing 
him on proper eating and sleeping habits. 
I forced him to eat regularly and to watch 
the foods he ate. Soon he coined a nick- 
name for me. 

"You're my ‘Little Мата,” he told me 
one night. The name stuck, and he has al- 
ways called me that. He realized that I 
was taking a motherly interest in him. 

I started inviting Eddie over to my home 
in Brooklyn. He met my mother who liked 
him very much. He was in our house one 
night in 1947 when he suddenly asked me, 
“Will you marry me, Little Mama?" He 
caught me completely off balance. I didn’t 
know what to say or do. 

"Well . . .” I hesitated. “I don’t know. 
You’ve taken such a long time to ask me.” 
My heart was beating wildly for I found 
it hard to believe Eddie was serious. I 
hoped inwardly that he meant it. Of course, 
I couldn’t indicate how excited the pro- 
posal had made me. 

Eddie wanted to prove to me that he 
was serious about marriage. He decided 
that the best way to do this would be to 
buy a set of wedding rings. They were 
beautiful. He slipped mine on my finger. 
“Just a trial run,” he cracked. I was 
speechless. But I took the ring. Eddie 
knew right then that my answer was yes. 

Eddie and my mother made all the ar- 
rangements for the marriage. We were 
married in Newark, N. J. on Sept. 8, 1947. 
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so satisfied with life and with his sweet- 
heart. 

X few years later, Jerry got into trouble. 
In 1938 he was arrested for bootlegging 
liquor and sentenced to serve 60 days in 
the Federal prison at Lewisburg, Pennsyl- 
vania. Soon after his conviction, Jerry 
wrote his girl, telling her he was longing 
to see her and asking her to contact me. 
He wanted me to drive his car up to Lewis- 
burg to bring her to visit him. 

As much as Ї wanted to do what my 
cousin asked, I was reluctant to make the 
trip to Lewisburg alone. It would be a 
long, arduous trip over mountainous coun- 
try and I told his girl that I would be glad 
to go if I could get someone who would 
help me with the driving. She told me not 
to worry about a thing. She would get 
someone to go along with us and, sure 
enough, she did. The person she got was 
a friend of hers, Jerry's girl told me. She 
introduced me to him. His name was Dan 
Johnson. He was a tall, slender, hand- 
some man, nearly 30, a natty dresser and a 
very sociable sort. We had a pleasant trip 
up to Lewisburg and I felt very good about 
being able to take Jerry's girl to see him 
at the prison. 

Jerry's sentence came to an end and he 
returned to Brooklyn. One night he came 
storming into the house where I lived, hurt 
and very angry. 

“T thought you were my buddy,” he told 
me. “You're one hell of a cousin—coming 
up to jail to see me, bringing my wife and 
the man who has been going with her be- 
hind my back.” 

I was shocked by this accusation. I had 
no idea that his “wife” was anything but 
faithful to him—never dreamed that dap- 
per Dan Johnson and Jerry’s wife were 
making a fool out of him on the sly. It 
took me quite a while to convince Jerry 
that I was an innocent party—and had not 
known what was happening. Finally, he 
cooled off and said he believed me. I made 
some inquiries and found out that it was 
true that his common-law wife had been 
two-timing him. 

Several days after Jerry’s visit to me, 
the Johnson fellow came to my house and 
angrily charged that I had told Jerry. I 
denied that I had told my cousin but Dan 
Johnson shook his finger in my face and 
threatened: 

“ГЇЇ get you.” 

As far as I was concerned, this was an 
empty threat, but I found out a few days 
later that Dan Johnson meant business. I 
was driving my car one day, stopped for a 
light and saw Johnson, his car headed in 
the opposite direction. We had both 


stopped for the same traffic light. He got 
out of his car, walked over to mine and 
began cursing at me, upbraiding me for 
telling my cousin on him. 

Not wanting to get into any trouble, I 
tried to ignore Dan. But he reached into 
the window of my car and slapped me hard 
on my face. I got out of my car and we 
began to fight right there in the street. A 
police squad car drove up and two officers 
alighted and separated us, telling us to 
*beat it." 

I drove to Jerry's house and was sitting 
on the steps, talking with a friend, when 
Dan Johnson's car pulled up in front of 
the house. Dan leaned out of the car win- 
dow and beckoned to me to come over to 
him. I refused to go. At my refusal, Dan 
got out of his car with a crank in his hand. 
I stood up to defend myself but he hit me 
on the head with the crank. Today I bear 
the scar from that blow. 

Enraged, I reached into my pocket for a 
penknife. As I took the knife out of my 
pocket, it fell on the ground. I stooped to 
pick it up and Dan, meanwhile, beat me 
about the back and shoulders with the 
crank.  Snatching the knife from the 
ground, opening it at the same time, I 
straightened up and lashed out at him with 
the open blade. To this day, I don't re- 
member where I cut him—or how—but I 
do remember that he staggered backwards 
and fell to the ground. 

Panic-stricken, I rushed away, drove to 
Monroe Street and threw the knife away. I 
knew that I had to get out of town—that 
the police would be searching for me in a 
matter of hours. I went home, got what 
money I had and bought a train ticket for 
Chicago. During the long ride on the train 
I was tortured with thoughts of the penalty 
I would have to pay for cutting a man—if 
I were caught. 

If anyone had told me that Dan Johnson 
had died as a result of the slashing; I 
would have become hysterical with fear. 
But I didn't know I was a murderer. I 
didn't know it for a year after I had been 
in Chicago. I got a job—the same kind of 
a job, shining shoes—in Chicago and tried 


'to forget the scrape I had gotten into in 


Brooklyn. I let only one or two people 
know where I was, people who I knew I 
could trust. One of these people—a woman 
friend of mine—wrote me, a year after l 
had come to Chicago, and told me that Dan 
Johnson had died as a result of the cutting 
and that the police were looking for me— 
had interrogated members of my family 
and searched their homes. 

I was horrified to learn that I had killed 
a man; to realize that any day or hour 
might bring the tap on my shoulder which 
would mean the beginning the long 
march to the electric chair. For hours I 
sat and thought about the terrible spot I 
was in, wondered whether it would be pos- 
sible for me to get away with what I had 
done. After the first paralyzing fright had 
seized me, I was able to think clearly and 
map out a solution to my problem. 

Somehow, when you're in grievous 


trouble, as I was then, all the important 
incidents of your early life come back to 
you. When I was in the depths of despair, 
trying to scheme how to thwart the law, 
shuddering with horror at visions of being 
caught, memories came back to me, mem- 
ories of the things my mother and father 
had taught me about trusting in God, going 
to church and trying to live the most de- 
cent life you could. Facing these mem- 
ories, I came to a decision. Maybe, all the 
rest of my life, I might be able to get away 
with what I had done. Perhaps I might 
never be caught by human beings in police 
uniform or armed with the authority of the 
law. But I knew that I could never escape 
my own conscience, that I could never get 
away from the justice of the God I had 
been brought up to love, fear and respect. 

I decided that, some day, I would face 
the problem squarely, that I would work 
and save money to pay for my defense. 
After all, I had killed in self-defense, not 
deliberately nor with planned. malice. I 
turned the whole thing over to my Creator 
and made up my mind that, if I were 
caught, well then, I would have to face 
whatever came. Meanwhile, I would forti- 
{у myself so that some day I would have 
the money to buy the best legal counsel 
available. Then I would give myself up. 

But even though I had arrived at that 
decision, I knew that, until I was tracked 
down by the law or ready to give myself 
up. I would live a life of dread and awful 
anticipation. 


OT LONG after this, a new complica- 
tion came into my life. I fell in love. 
We'll call the girl I fell in love with 
and married Nancy. lt was a bright after- 
noon, several months after I came to Chi- 
cago. At that time I was working at my 
shoe shine business. I stood, talking with 
some acquaintances when Nancy came by. 
Whatever there is about women that makes 
men take a second look, Nancy had, but 
that wasn’t all. I had known plenty of 
women in my home town, in New York and 
on Chicago's South Side. None of them 
had aroused within me that electric feeling 
of curiosity and interest—the indescribable 
feeling which makes you say to yourself: 

“Gee, Га like to meet her.” 

Well, that’s what Nancy did to me. As 
luck would have it, one of the fellows I 
was talking with knew her slightly. He 
called to her and she came back smiling. I 
got my introduction and we began to talk. 
I found out she was a domestic worker and 
slept in. She was off on Thursdays. Nat- 
urally, before I let her get away, I tried to 
make a date with her. But what impressed 
me, more than anything else, was that she 
accepted the invitation—on one condition. 
She wanted me to go to church with her. 
That was to be our date. 

Until the next time I saw Nancy, I 
thought of her constantly. She had a much 
different effect on me than I had ever ex- 
perienced before. She was sweet, pleasant, 
encouraging and wonderful company. We 
developed a warm friendship. In the six 
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months of courtship which preceded my 
proposal to Nancy, many times I came very 
close to telling her my dark secret, of how 
I was living a double life and had some- 
thing to make up for and face in the fu- 
ture. Something always held me back. In- 
stinctively I knew that knowledge of what 
I had done would not turn her against me. 
I knew that she loved me too deeply to let 
me down under any circumstances. I wasn't 
worried about how she would take it. Every 
time I made up my mind to tell her, I 
changed it at the last minute and the real 
reason, right or wrong, was that I loved 
her too much and didn't want to hurt her 
or bring anything unpleasant into her life. 

So when I asked Nancy to marry me and 
she agreed, she knew no more about me 
than that my name was supposed to be 
Robert Р. , that I was making a fairly 
decent living shining shoes (it was a good 
business in those days) and that we loved 
each other enough to want to spend the 
rest of our lives together. Nancy had been 
married before and had a daughter. The 
kid was crazy about me and I took to her 
just as though she were my very own. 
Nancy and I got married and were a happy 
little family. There was just one excep- 
tion. I was still living with the ghosts of 
the past, still hoping against hope that I 
could win the race against time to prepare 
for my defense against the murder charge 
before the law caught up with me. 

I worked hard and saved money. Nancy 
helped in every possible way. Even dur- 
ing the bad days which preceded World 
War II, I managed to put a little money in 
the bank. When the war came along, I 
quit shining shoes and got a defense job. 
When that job closed down, I went into the 
house painting business for myself. God 
really must have been smiling on me, for 
I was able to provide well for my family 
and also to keep adding to the bank ac- 
count. When I went into the paint busi- 
ness, I prospered overnight. I was coming 
closer and closer to my goal. 

Most of the time Nancy and I and our 
child enjoyed complete harmony and hap- 
piness. But, every so often, I found my- 
self getting irritable and nervous. Some- 
thing must have told Nancy that there was 
a hidden trouble gnawing away at my 
peace of mind, but she never complained. 
She just went along, being the perfectly 
understanding wife, keeping a nice home 
for me, doing everything which makes a 
man thank God that he has such a woman. 

I think I know what goes on inside the 
pounding heart of a hunted deer in the 
forest who knows that human beings, armed 
with the instruments of death, are tracking 
him down relentlessly. Only a hunted ani- 
mal had a better break than I did. A 
hunted animal has an uncanny sense which 
warns him when an enemy enters his forest 
lair. Many is the night I have stayed 
awake long hour upon hour after the house 
and the streets outside were quiet. I would 
lay in my bed, staring ahead of me into 
the blackness, imagining that at any min- 
ute a loud knock would sound on my door 


and the police might be there to take me 
back to pay the price of my crime. Some- 
times, in the midst of these imaginings, a 
knock did come at the door and I lay in 
my bed, trembling, bathed in sweat, trans- 
fixed with horror. It was never the police. 
It was always one of those horrible coinci- 
dences which life has a way of producing; 
an inane drunk who has stumbled upon 
the wrong address—or some high-spirited 
friends who thought they'd drop by at a 
late hour. 

The worst time of all was last year when 
my beloved father died in Pittsburgh. АП 
my family, from different parts of the 
country, went to his funeral and how I 
longed to take one last look at his face. 
But, with his dying breath, he had warned 
my brother to tell me not to try to come to 
the last rites. The police have a way of 
following up the funerals of relatives of 
those they are hunting. My father knew 
that and he told my brother to get the mes- 
sage to me that he wanted me to be able to 
carry out my plan my own way. My father 
was a God-fearing man. He believed in 
people repenting for their sins. He had 
faith that some day I would be ready to 
give myself up and he wanted me to be 
able to do it on my own, without handcuffs 
and the gruff arm of the law herding me 
into a cell. 


AFTER 13 YEARS, finally, the day came 
when I could look at the figures in my 
bank book and be certain that I had enough 
money to provide myself with the best de- 
fense counsel that could be obtained. That 
was my day of decision. That was the day 
of the struggle between the human desire 
to get away with wrong and the way of life 
my parents had stood for and taught me. 
For thirteen years I had been successful in 
evading the law. Wasn’t it possible to con- 
tinue for the rest of my life? Why couldn’t 
I take this same money I had saved and go 
away with my family to some remote place, 
buy a little home and continue to live a 
double life? Тһе lessons my. mother and 
father had taught me won out, partially be- 
cause I could never forget or ignore them 
and partially because ever since I had been 
in Chicago. I had been a regular and sin- 
cere church member. I had a talk with my 
pastor and told him the whole story. He 
agreed with me that the time had come for 
me to give myself up. He prayed with me 
and promised that God would see that 
everything turned out all right. 

I went to see a cousin, a New York at- 
torney. My cousin told me he would get 
me the best legal services in the country. 
On the 13th of February, this year, my 
cousin phoned me: 

“Are you superstitious about the number 
thirteen?" he asked. 

I told hira I wasn't. 

My cousin told me that he had procured 
the services of a brilliant young lawyer, 
Attorney Adam R. Davis. He suggested 
that I go to New York that very day and 
see Davis. 

I told Nancy that I had to go on a busi- 


ness trip. I kissed her a tender farewell, 
kissed my daughter and sent a silent prayer 
up to Heaven that I would return to them 
a free man. 

The next morning I sat in the Brooklyn 
office of Attorney Davis and told him my 
story. I finished by telling him: 

“Tm placing my life, my future in your 
hands." 

ГЇЇ never forget the way he leaned for- 
ward, looked intently into my eyes and 
said: 

“ГИ take your case and we'll win. I 
have faith in you. I believe that every 
word you have spoken is the truth." 

A few minutes later he surrendered me 
to the Brooklyn police. They were amazed 
at the idea of a man who had successfully 
evaded them for 13 years coming back to 
face justice. 

It wasn’t long before I knew that I had 
the right lawyer. Adam Davis threw him- 
self into my defense as if his own life de- 
pended upon it and not someone else’s. I 
spent only one night in jail and then Adam 
moved for my release on bail. The judge 
told him that there was no legal precedent 
by which bail could be extended me. Adam 
told the judge respectfully that he must 
disagree—that there was such a precedent. 
The judge said: 

“Га like proof of that. 
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Can you prove 
“Yes, sir," my lawyer responded. “Just 
give me one hour, Your Honor." 

In an hour he was back at the judge's 
bench with the proof. I was released on 
bail. 

All the New York newspapers headlined 
the story about a man who had given him- 
self up on a 13-year-old murder charge. 
The New York Amsterdam News, the Pitts- 
burgh Courier and the Brooklyn Daily 
Eagle played the story for all it was worth. 
A great deal of interest centered about my 
coming appearance before the Brooklyn 
Grand Jury. 

On the day I was to appear before the 
Grand Jury, an attractive woman walked up 
to me as I stood outside the jury chamber 
with Adam Davis, my lawyer. 

She offered her hand and said to me: 

“Tm Dan’s wife.” 

I was dumbfounded. If she was the 
widow of the man I had killed, why was 
she greeting me in this friendly fashion, 
rather than cursing me, hating me, wanting 
revenge. 

She continued. 

“Tm sorry things happened as they did,” 
she said. *I have no bitterness against you. 
I know that you did what you did because 
you had to try to protect yourself. Гуе 
Íound out quite a few things about Dan 
since his death. I hope the Grand Jury 
gives you a break." 

I murmured a few grateful words. My 
heart was full. Even though I stood out- 
side of a panelled door which I must enter 
in a few minutes to find out whether life or 
death “was stacked in the cards for me, І 
felt, somehow, that I was doing the right 
thing. The kind words of the widow of 
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the man whose life I had taken meant a lot 
to me. 

I guess God walked into the Grand Jury 
with me. God and Adam Davis. Later, 
Adam told me that the police, district at- 
torney and grand jurors had been im- 
pressed by the story I told. Well, all I 
have to say is that I can't give enough 
credit to the way Adam did a job for me. 
He had stayed up nights working on my 
case. He had done everything possible to 
make sure that I got the most favorable 
consideration. As a result, the Grand Jury 
refused to indict me for the murder. 

I was almost in a dream as I stood in 
Adam's office several days later and he 
handed me the court writ which said offi- 
cially that I was cleared of the murder. I 
guess some tears came into my eyes. А 
great weight was lifted from my heart. I 
looked gratefully into Adam's eyes and 
said: 

“This is the sweetest thing I’ve ever 
seen." 

I knew at that moment that God hadn't 
failed me. that everything my parents had 
taught me, from the time I was a little kid, 
was true. I knew, in the next moment that 
I had to hurry back to Chicago and tell 
Nancy the whole story, to thank her for 
her love and understanding without which 
I doubt if I would have been able to 
make it. 

I'm back in Chicago now. I have told 
my wife everything from beginning to end. 
She too had a confession to make. She 
had known something was wrong. but she 
had put her faith in God and in me. She 
had known everything would come out all 
right. I think I love Nancy more now 
than ever before—and that's saying some- 
thing. 

As soon as I can, I’m going to leave Chi- 
cago. I’m going to some small community 
where my wife and daughter and I can get 
a brand new start in life and where it won't 
be possible for anyone to whisper or point 
a finger. 

Гуе been through 13 years of hell—and 
for the first time in 13 years Гуе found 
complete happiness. 

I hope someone who reads this story, 
someone who's been living with fear, with 
ghosts of past mistakes, will learn the les- 
son I want him to learn; that sometimes you 
can get away with murder; that often you 
„can escape from society's justice, but that 
you can never escape the justice of God or 
the condemnation of your own conscience. 
If you want to be at peace with yourself 
and with the world, there's only one thing 
to do and that is to square your shoulders, 
set your chin and be man enough to face 
the consequences of whatever you've done 
that was wrong. If just one person be- 
lieves that and has the courage to act on 
it and find the relief and joy I have found, 
then, telling this story will have been more 
than. worthwhile. 


THE END 


Shake 
Dancer 
(Continued from Page 29) 


lights came on and we had to leave. 

АП the way home that night I rehearsed 
to myself how Га tell Mama all about the 
movie and that I was going to be a dancer 
when I grew up. But I never got the 
chance. It was almost midnight when Uncle 
Henry led me sheepishly into the house and 
immediately he and Mama got into another 
fuss. I slipped quietly off to bed to dream 
of the delightful new world I'd discovered, 
and fell asleep with graceful fairy-like 
dancers Hovering over me and dancing 
around my head. 


Т: WAS а long time before I got to go 

to a show again after that, but I still 
remembered those dainty ballet dancers 
and in the privacy of my room I'd try to 
execute the steps Га seen them do. When 
I got to high school, I discovered to my 
delight that I could take dancing lessons 
there and I lost no time in enrolling in the 
class. Of course, I told Mama nothing 
about it, although it turned out that 
actually, it was the only class I was going 
to school for. 

By the time I graduated, I knew not only 
ballet and modern dancing, but had 
picked up a good many steps of Afro- 
Cuban and other native dances. Because I 
really loved dancing, I soon became the 
best dancer in the school and at the annual 
senior cl variety show, I brought the 
house down with a specialty number Га 
worked up. 

This amateur performance got me my 
first professional job. I was asked to be 
in a midnight benefit show being produced 
at the local movie house. 

“Are you going to take it?" asked Janie, 
one of the girls who'd already signed up 
to appear. She had been in a couple of 
shows and she had taught me a lot about 
dancing. Of course, she didn't work reg- 
ularly since in our town only occasionally 
did a show come through and add local 
talent for its performance there. Mama 
didn't mind my going around with Janie. 
even though she was a few years older 
than I and was married. 

“Tm not even going to ask Mama's per- 
mission," I told Janie, knowing that was 
behind her question. “I know in front she'll 
just say ‘no’ and that'll be the end of that.” 

“So how are you going to work it?" 
Janie asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders and thought for 
a moment. Then I said, “ГЇЇ just tell her 
I'm going to stay over at your place for the 
night. If she finds out afterwards, it'll be 
too late to do anything about її!” 

Mama did find out, but I had no idea 


in the world that things would turn out 
as they did. Mama raised no objections 
when I told her of my plan to stay with 
Janie so at 11 o'clock that night, the two 
of us arrived at the stage door of the 
theater. Lenny Hill, the producer of the 
show, led us to a crowded dressing room 
where we shared costumes and makeup of 
the regular girls in his road show. Janie 
knew one or two of the girls and as they 
ran through the routines for us, they 
laughed and talked about old times to- 
gether. 

With all the confusion and lack of order 
backstage it seemed certain to me that the 
performance would turn out to be a hit-and- 
miss affair. I stood in a corner, not saying 
a word, but tugging at the hem of the 
brief costume one of the girls had loaned 
me. Lenny saw how nervous and self-con- 
scious I was and put a friendly arm around 
my waist. He walked with me to the wings, 
talking in soothing tones. "Look, Sugar, 
you got nothing to worry about," he smiled. 
“Audiences are all the same. Just be as 
good as you were at the school and you'll 
have 'em in the palm of your hand!” 

But the minute I danced out on the 
stage and the spotlight hit me, I knew it 
was different. Instead of an audience of 
teen-agers and their parents, the people I 
faced were grown men and women, all of 
them looking for something sensational. 
And from the looks of my scanty costume, 
I guess they had a right to expect some- 
thing more sexy than the performance 
I gave. 

When it was over, I got only scattered 
applause and the boos and catcalls almost 
drowned it out. My eyes brimming with 
tears of chagrin, I somehow found my way 
off the stage. I was angry and I was 
ashamed, and I was positive Га never go 
before another audience as long as I lived. 
But Lenny grabbed my arms and swung 
me around. “Forget all that corny school- 
girl jive,’ he hissed into my ear. “Go 
back out there and let 'em have it!" He 
told me to take off the tiny skirt of my 
costume, leaving just the snug-fitting tights. 
Then he shoved me back on stage. 

“Hit it, boys!” he yelled to the orchestra, 
and they swung into a toe-tapping jazz tune. 

I heard a long, low wolf whistle from 
the audience when they caught sight of my 
abbreviated costume and I got a bigger 
hand than I had at the end of my dance. 
So that's what they want! I told myself, 
and I began some gyrations that would 
have shocked my dance teacher. When I 
had finished, the applause was terrific and 
I had to do an encore. 

“Any time you want a job, Sugar, you've 
got it!" Lenny said later. 

“Thanks, Lenny," I said, “but I’m not 
interested. What I did tonight was only to 
prove to those people out there that I could 
give them what they. wanted. It wouldn't 
happen again in a thousand years.” 

A week later, I wasn’t so sure. I went 
home to dinner one evening and found 
Mama waiting for me with a copy of the 
local paper in her hand. “Hussy!” she 


spat at me, and for the first time in my life 
she hit me, almost sent me sprawling with 
a resounding backhand blow. 

“Mama! What is it?” I cried, rubbing 
my stinging cheek. “Whats wrong, 
Mama?” 

She flung the newspaper at me. “Have 
you no shame?” she demanded tearfully. 
“Exposing yourself in front of a bunch of 
hell-bound sinners like a common woman 
of the streets!” 

One glance at the paper explained her 
angry outburst. There had been a photog- 
rapher at the show the week before and 
although I couldn’t recall seeing any flash 
bulbs, he had caught me in a most sug- 
gestive pose. It was a large picture, head- 
lined, *Sex-sational Sweetheart.” 

What could I say? Not only had I lied 
to Mama, but I had, in her eyes, disgraced 
myself and her too. I hated to do it, but 
she had to know sooner or later, so I told 
her about my ambition to be a dancer. 

She regarded me silently for a moment, 
then her lips compressed into a firm, thin 
line. “If you feel that way after all I’ve 
tried to do for you, Clara, then I’ve nothing 
more to say,” she said resignedly. “You're 
of age and your sins are on your own soul 
now. Just get out of my sight and out of 
my house—for good!” 

I stayed at Janie’s house that night and 
she did her best to quiet my feverish sob- 
bing. And for a whole week nothing could 
bring me out of my blue, self-pitying mood. 
Then, one day Janie got a telegram from 
New York. With pounding hearts we both 
read: 

HAVE SPOT FOR YOU IN NEW 

SHOW. ALSO CLARA. CONTACT 

ME IF INTERESTED. 

LENNY. 

I realized immediately that this was my 
big break and I knew right away that I 
would get to New York as soon as I could 
pack and catch a train. It was different 
with Janie; she had her home and her hus- 
band and they decided that even though 
the money might help them get the new 
car they were saving for, it wasn’t worth 
being separated for any length of time. 

“Tve been through all that,” Janie con- 
fided, “and it doesn’t excite me. You'll 
probably get a kick out of it, though.” 

“Anything would be better than what 
I’m doing now!” I said. 


HAT HAPPENED next is a familiar 

story. It has happened to thousands 
of other eager, bright-eyed hopefuls who 
have invaded New York, and I guess it'll 
be repeated as long as there are girls with 
ambition who would give anything in the 
world—and often do—for a chance to make 
good in the theater or on the concert stage. 
The pattern of their lives is heartbreak- 
ingly similar. 

The call you get turns out to be a flash 
in the pan, and after weeks of rehearsing 
you're told one day that the backer has 
withdrawn and you find yourself in a big. 
lonely town without money, friends or a 
job. You soon learn that there are men 
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minute. I was pretty sure I knew what she 
was leading up to. Her father was in the 
cosmetics business and evidently the old 
boy thought it was time to take his new 
son-in-law into the firm. I was all for it. 
As a matter of fact, I was beginning to 
wonder if he was ever going to break down 
and show a little more interest in me. Rita 
and I were living our own lives, visiting 
her parents only occasionally for dinner 
or a quiet evening at their big house in a 
new housing development in the suburbs. 
I wouldn’t have objected in the least to 
moving in with them, but Rita had some 
funny ideas about being independent so I 
dropped the idea—for the time being. 

Now, apparently, Old Man Dobbs had 
decided to give me a break and I knew in 
front Га jump at the chance. Already, I 
could visualize myself idling away a few 
hours a day at a big desk in the Dobbs 
company’s modern, luxurious offices, then 
dashing off for a game of golf with some of 
my business associates. Yes, that was the 
life for me! 

I played it cool, however. “Well, I guess 
I know about as much as any man,” I 
answered. 

“Probably more,” she retorted. “I’m 
quite sure you’ve done a lot of research on 
kiss-proof lipstick and powder that won’t 
rub off on coat collars, and—” 

“Hey, take it easy, baby!” I laughed. 
“ГП admit Гуе been around, but you make 
me sound like a regular Don Juan!” 

She came over and gave me a playful 
poke on the jaw, then sat down on my lap. 
“Be that as it may, the point is that ex- 
perience like that isn’t exactly the type 
you can apply in the business end of cos- 
metics.” 

“Agreed. But what of it?” 

“Well, Father thinks you ought to be 
working for him,” she said. 

“Its an idea," I said reflectively, as if 
the thought had never crossed my mind 
until now. “Yes, I think I might even like 
it.” I gave her a little pat, then as if talk- 
ing to a secretary, ordered, “Take a letter, 
Miss Jones! Do you think I’m the execu- 
tive type, darling?" 

Rita laughed at my joke, then grew seri- 
ous again. “I’m afraid it'll be quite some 
time before you'd be holding a pretty sten- 
ographer on your lap. You see, honey. 
Father agreed with me that the best way 
for you to learn the business is from the 
bottom up." 

My heart sank. “So?” 

Her voice became apologetic. “Well, 
you wouldn't want special privileges just 
because you're the boss’ son, would you." 

I didn't say anything and she pulled my 
face around. “Га hate to think Га married 
a man who was always looking for the easy 
way out," she said. 

*What difference does it make?" I de- 
manded irritably. “Your mind is already 
made up about it. Where do I start? In 
the stock room as a lowly shipping clerk?" 

She remained silent and got up off my 
lap. I rushed over to her and smoothed 
out the wrinkles in her forehead with my 
lips. “I’m sorry. I guess my jokes aren't 


as funny as I think they are. Pd be a 
truck driver if you wanted me to!” 

Somewhat pacified, she gave me a wor- 
ried little smile. “I guess I was afraid 
you’d think I was pushing you into some- 
thing. Sure, Father could make you a 
partner overnight, but I want my husband 
to make his own way,” she explained. 

“You’ve convinced me,” I lied. “Тотог- 
row I'll resign and Monday morning bright 
and early ГЇЇ start working for my father- 
in-law." 

"Wonderful!" she exclaimed. “Апа in- 
side of a month, ГЇЇ bet you'll be the best 
darn cosmetic salesman in town!" 


I WAS prepared for almost anything but 
that. A salesman! Too late, I realized 
that Га done too good a job of pretending; 
coming home with glowing tales of big 
deals I'd put over and extra money Га 
earned as bonuses. But I couldn't back out 
now. Seeing Rita unhappy or upset was 
more than I could bear and to tell the 
truth, her confidence in me did wonders 
for my ego. I just couldn't let her down. 
The least I could do would be to give it a 
try. Perhaps I could work some angle. 

But I had no way of foreseeing that the 
new job was that of a door-to-door sales- 
man. А big sales campaign had been 
started and I was assigned out in the field 
with the rest of the staff. The first day out 
I didn't even bother to do any soliciting 
on my route. I shot a few games of pool, 
then holed up in my favorite bar. Finally, 
Big Ned came in and I bought him a drink. 
He hauled out his bulging wallet and 
handed me the remainder of some money 
he'd been holding for me. 

“Maybe Га better pay for my own,” he 
chuckled. *On this door-to-door kick you're 
on, you won't even be able to fake any 
orders. Man, you really got to get out there 
and scuffle!” 

I merely glared at him, but inwardly I 
began to get a little worried. Maybe the 
next day I ought to try my luck. I did— 
and it was all bad. Even with a few drinks 
under my belt to bolster my courage and 
loosen my tongue I had a hard job just 
getting rid of the samples I carried around. 

That evening, Rita and I had our first 
quarrel, and I told her Га sleep in the 
living room on the couch. But shortly aft- 
erwards I went back to the bedroom and 
apologized. Her quiet crying tore out my 
insides and I couldn't sleep until Pd 
soothed away her tears. 

For the rest of the week, I honestly tried. 
But it seemed that everything was against 
me. At five o'clock Friday evening I had 
exactly 15 orders, not one of them for more 
than $2. To make matters worse, it was 
raining cats and dogs. Tired and disgusted, 
I stopped by the bar on my way home and 
wound up getting drunk. 

When I finally staggered home, I could 
tell that Rita had been crying again, but 
she didn't say anything, just put me to bed. 
Her silence was worse than any quarrel 
would have been and by the time the week- 
end was over, I knew that things couldn't 
go on much longer. 


T was still trying to figure out a solution 
when Monday rolled around. Leaving the 
house, I walked aimlessly down the street, 
not much caring what happened. Then, 
halfway down the block, I caught sight of 
a familiar figure and without quite know- 
ing why, I quickened my footsteps. As I 
got closer, I saw who it was and broke into 
a run. It was Miller! Га finally found the 
guy who had gyped me out of my money 
and in my present mood anything was 
likely to happen! 

He turned at the sound of my footsteps 
just as I reached him, and I clamped a 
hand on his shoulder. 

“Okay, Miller. do I get my dough or do 
I beat it out of your hide?" I demanded. 

I had to admire the cool way he played 
it. 

“Arnie!” he said as if he was glad: to 
see me. “Just the person Гуе been looking 
for!" 

“Yeah, ГЇЇ bet!” I tightened my grip on 
the collar of his expensive jacket. “I want 
my cut.” 

“You mean from our little protection 
business?” He frowned. “It didn't work 
out so well, I’m afraid.” 

Oh, he was a smooth talker, all right, 
but I wasn’t buying any this time. 

“What about my cut?” I repeated 
grimly. 

Miller smiled and deftly wriggled out of 
my grip. “I’ve got it right here, Arnie,” he 
smiled. “But it’s just chicken feed com- 
pared with what’s in the deal I’m working 
on now.” 

He continued to talk as he pulled a roll 
of bills from his pocket and counted out 
the money he owed me. Maybe it was his 
smooth line of jive and maybe it was my 
confused state of mind; at any rate, I 
found myself wanting to know more about 
the new gimmick Miller had hinted at. He 
told me some of the details over a couple 
of drinks. It was a typical Miller deal— 
crooked, but “foolproof” and guaranteed to 
make money. he insisted. Despite myself, 
I felt attracted to the scheme. 

“But it’s going to take money to make 
money,” Miller said. “More than that,” he 
added, nodding toward the wallet I held in 
my hand. But before I could tell him to 
forget it, he said that we could work out 
something and suggested I drop by his 
hotel room that evening. “A friend of yours 
will be there,” he added. “You remember 
Tico, don't you? Well she’s in on this too.” 

I killed some time at a movie, then ate 
dinner at a restaurant because I didn’t 
want to go home and face Rita. Arriving 
at the hotel a little early, I ran into Tico 
in the lobby. She was looking just as se- 
ductive as the last time Га seen her and 
from the warm, intimate greeting she gave 
me I saw that she was still on the make. 
She insisted I buy her a drink, so we went 
into the bar. By the time we took an ele- 
vator up to Miller’s room, both of us were 
a little hig 

That night when I got home, Rita was 
waiting up for me. I could tell by the ex- 
pression on her face that something had 
happened, but the liquor and Tico’s flat- 


tering attentions had been just enough to 
give me a devil-may-care attitude towards 
the whole world. 

"How's my cute little sour-puss?" I 
mumbled, aiming a kiss at her cheek. 

Rita recoiled as if I had struck her. “I 
could forgive almost anything in the world, 
Arnie,” she said in a hurt voice. “But not 
another woman." 

I stared at her, realizing there was no 
use denying anything. She must have seen 
me with Tico and believed the worst. 

"[ made excuses for you when I found 
out you were lying about your job," she 
went on in a tight, emotionless voice. 
"Then, when you went to work for Daddy, 
I told myself that you just needed time to 
get started. But after tonight —." She bur- 
ied her face in her hands. *Oh, Arnie, how 
could you?" she cried. 

I was sober now. “Suppose I told you 
that you're all wrong about what you're 
thinking?" I asked. *Suppose I—" 

Rita raised her tear-stained face. “It’s 
no use talking. I couldn't believe you even 
if I wanted to." 

I turned away from the hurt in her eyes. 
She was right. Pd lied and cheated and 
pretended so long that the one time I could 
tell the truth, it would take a complete fool 
to believe me. Yet, I felt I ought to say 
something, tell her I loved her, that the 
deal with Miller was all off because I 
wanted to be what she wanted me to be. 
But the words wouldn't come. Silently, I 
went into the bedroom and began to pack. 


I GOT a room adjoining Miller's. Of 

course, I told him about the big blowup 
at home and right away he started hinting 
about getting some money from Rita's 
folks. 

“Throw it out of your mind, Miller." I 
told him firmly. “I admit I’m a heel, but 
Tm not a rat! Rita is my wife. I couldn't 
shake her folks down for a few lousy 
bucks. Forget it!" 

Miller shut ир, but there was a gleam in 
his eye that should have warned me. But 
was past the point of caring about any- 
thing—anything except my wife. Rita's 
face stared out at me from every crowd 
on the street and even from the pictures on 
the walls of my lonely room. A sickness 
Га never known before gripped my very 
heart and soul Tico’s crude advances 
when Miller wasn't around only sickened 
me, made me even more lonely for Rita's 
warm, sincere embraces. 

Finally it got so bad, I blundered up to 
the apartment one night to see Rita. There 
was a cold. hard glint in her eyes when she 
opened the door and saw me. I asked if I 
could come in for a moment, but she 
blocked the doorway. 

“T never thought you'd sink this low," 
she said, and her voice was heavy with con- 
tempt. 

“But I only want to talk for a minute, 
Rita.” I protested. 

She cut me off. “The agreement is that 
you're not to bother me or my family. The 
least you can do is keep your part of the 
bargain.” 
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“What are you talking about?” I begged. 

“And don't worry, we'll keep ours. It'll 
be delivered tomorrow. Goodnight—good- 
bye!" she quavered, as she swung the door 
shut. 

Still baffled by her strange behavior, T 
headed back to the hotel, stopping by a 
bar on the way. The next night, Miller 
and I were in my room playing a little 
blackjack when the phone rang. Miller 
leaped to answer it. *Okay, send him up," 
he said into the mouthpiece. 

He refused to tell me who the visitor was 
and not until he opened the door a few 
moments later did I learn it was Rita's 
father. I stood open-mouthed as he stormed 
over to me and shook a pudgy fist under 
my nose. 

“T hope you realize how lucky you are!” 
he shouted. “There’s an ugly word for the 
trick you're pulling, but since I was just 
as much mistaken about you as my daugh- 
ter was, J don't mind footing the bill.” 

I recovered my speech. *I don't know 
what you're talking about, Mr. Dobbs. First 
Rita, and now you. What the hell's going 
on around here?" 

“Tt’s a dirty business and I don't blame 
you for having your friend make all the 
arrangements for you,” he sneered, shoot- 
ing Miller a contemptuous glance. 

“What’s he got to do with this?” 

Mr. Dobbs had calmed down a little after 
his outburst. “Соте now, Arnold, there's 
no use of further pretense. Do you deny 
that you sent your friend here to negotiate 
a settlement with me?” 

“Keep talking,” I said through clenched 
teeth. 

He eyed me closely, then continued, “I’m 
glad now that I was able to persuade Rita 
not to come with me. She might have been 
fooled by this act you’re putting on.” 

All this time Miller had remained quietly 
in the background. Now he was edging 
toward the door but my angry glance 
halted him and he stood shifting nervously 
from one foot to the other. 

“I still don't know what this is about." 
I said, turning back to Mr. Dobbs. 

His eyes were cold and emotionless. 
“Perhaps you want me to repeat the terms 
of the agreement so there won’t be any mis- 
take. All right then—you deceived my 
daughter, induced her to marry you, and 
now that you’ve been exposed you want to 
make some money out of the deal.” 

I started to interrupt him, but his up- 
raised hand silenced me and I listened in 
amazement to the details of the sordid 
“deal” I was supposed to have arranged. 

“Naturally, Rita will divorce you,” Mr. 
Dobbs continued, *and to make sure you 
won't contest the suit and to avoid all pub- 
licity, Pm going to give you this check I 
have in my pocket. Those are the terms 
Miller and I discussed and I trust they're 
acceptable to you.” 

Miller had his hand on the doorknob, 
but in two strides I was across the room. 
I grabbed his collar, twisted him around 
and flung him into a chair. “Don’t leave 
now, pal! You and I have one or two things 
to settle!” 


I called to Mr. Dobbs, “I swear I don't 
know a thing about all this! Maybe Miller 
did try to sell you a bill of goods, but he's 
a bare-faced liar if he said that I sent 
him." I laid a pleading hand on my father- 
in-law’s arm, “If Rita wants to get rid of 
me, I can't blame her. I was wrong and I 
know it now. But I wouldn't take a cent of 
your money for” 

А smile of disbelief crossed his face and 
he held out a check to me. "Better think 
twice about it. Às Miller explained to me, 
you're a man who never gives up something 
for nothing. Of course, there are certain 
papers you'll have to sign, and—" 

I snatched the check from his hand and 
ripped it to shreds and flung them in his 
face. "Shut up!” I yelled. “Shut up. АП 
the money in the world couldn’t pay me to 
divorce my wife.” 

Warily he backed toward the door and 
I followed him. “But don’t worry, ГЇЇ give 
her a divorce. When she asks me, and not 
before!” 

He hurried out the door and I swung 
around to Miller. “All right, you cheap 
chiseler start talking!” I grated, pulling 
him to his feet by his coat lapels. 

“Take it easy, Arnie,” he whimpered. “I 
was doing you a favor. Honest, I was! She 
was going to divorce you anyway, so І fig- 
ured you might as well get some loot. Her 
old man can afford it. You would have 
thought of it yourself sooner or later.” 

He was right, and for a moment my 
anger died down. Once a hustler, always a 
hustler, I told myself bitterly, and being 
paid off to give Rita a quiet divorce was 
just another way to turn an easy buck. Yet, 
something inside me was revolted at the 
thought that I was the same as this miser- 
able creature wriggling in my grasp. 

“Somebody’s got to protect your inter- 
ests, Arnie,” Miller explained with a sickly 
grin, then added with an evil wink, “Be- 
sides, those hincty dames are poison to 
guys like you and me. And just to prove 
Im your jug buddy, ГЇЇ fix you up with 
Rita, and—” 

He never finished it. My fist caught him 
on the point of the chin and he folded like 
a wet towel. The noise brought Tico run- 
ning. She stopped short when she saw Mil- 
ler lying on the floor. Without a word she 
went over to him and tried to lift him by 
the shoulders. “He’s not hurt,” I reassured 
her. “I’ll dump him on his bed and he'll 
be all right in no time at all." 

The two of us carried his limp form 
through the door into Miller's room, and I 
left Tico sitting on the edge of the bed 
fussing with his tie and collar. Back in my 
own room, I paced the floor trying to make 
sense out of all the crazy things that had 
happened. 


A FEW MINUTES later, there was a 
knock on the door. Standing before 
my startled eyes was Rita! With a sobbing 
cry she flung herself into my arms and laid 
her cheek on my shoulder. “Oh, darling!” 
she cried, “I knew they were wrong about 
you. Mother, Daddy—all of them!” 
“Why did you come here? What do you 


want?" I asked, trying to convince myself 
that this was really happening. 

“Daddy told me how you tore up the 
check and made him eat it!" she said, alter- 
nately laughing and crying. *He said you 
knew nothing about the proposition that 
creepy Mr. Miller made." 

I cupped her sweet face in my hands. It 
wasn't going to be easy, but I had to say 

“They were right about one thing, dar- 
ling. I guess everybody knows now that 
Tm nothing but a hustler; that all my life 
I've lied and cheated and—" 

She closed my lips with her fingertips. 
“Until you met me!” she said happily. 

This was it! This was what I had always 
wanted—someone who believed in me even 
after knowing the worst about me. I pulled 
her into the circle of my arms. 

“Tf Im different now, it's because of 
your love," I whispered. “For you, I'd be 
anything in the world!” 

Her lips were close to mine, waiting. The 
softness of her, the fragrance of her hair, 
the eager sweetness of her lips told me 
what I already knew—that the past was 
dead and only the future with its bright 
promises of endless love and affection re- 
mained. 

Finally. I relinquished her lips and just 
stood there holding her tight. Then, all of 
a sudden, she stiffened and her face grew 
as motionless as her rigid body. I turned 
to follow her icy glance. Tico! I had for- 
gotten all about her in the next room with 
Miller, and now she stood in the doorway 
that connected the two rooms. The light 
from behind her filtered through the filmy 
negligee she had on. 

“Oh, I hope I do not disturb you,” said 
Tico in that languid, accented voice of hers. 

“No, not at all!" Rita's voice was coldly 
polite. 

Not knowing quite what to do, I intro- 
duced the two women, and for a moment it 
sounded as if we were at a cocktail party 
or some other social gathering. 

Then Tico asked innocently, *Did she 
bring the money?" 

Rita's lips formed a hard straight line 
and I knew she was boiling. “Tico is Mil- 
ler's friend," I hastily explained. “That’s 
his room next door. He's in there now, 
sleeping off a few too many," I added 
lamely. 

"Really?" I could tell Rita thought I 
was lying, so I took her by the wrist and 
practically dragged her into Miller's room. 
But lie wasn't there! 

Rita wrenched herself free and fled from 
the room and I heard my door slam with 
a deadly sound of finality. Then, too late 
to do any good, Tico told me that Miller 
had long ago come to and had made a hasty 
exit before she wandered into my room. 

For a solid week after that hectic night 
I tried to reach Rita, but she was never in 
when I phoned and my frantic telegrams 
were not answered. Then a screwy thing 
happened: Mr. Dobbs asked me to return 
to work for him. Rita had told him about 
Tico and her suspicions and he had tried 
to tell her she was all wrong. So now, the 
roles had been reversed—Rita doubted me 


and my father-in-law believed my story 
about Tico and Miller. 

“Maybe it's because I’m a man, too,” he 
said when I reported for work, “but I can’t 
imagine you mixed up with that woman. 
I've tried to expain to Rita that there was 
nothing wrong, but to her, that woman is 
a beautiful and a dangerous woman. She 
still wants a divorce," he added sadly. 

I threw myself into my work, studied at 
night to learn the business, anything to 
help me forget Rita. But nothing helped. 
I didn't see her again until the day I met 
with her and her lawyer to discuss the de- 
tails of the divorce suit. I didn't bother to 
take along my lawyer because I knew that 
if Rita had made up her mind, I would do 
nothing to stand in the way of her freedom. 

Rita was still angry with me and she 
insisted on talking to me only through the 
lawyer. We sat at opposite ends of his long 
desk, with the lawyer halfway between us 
like some sort of referee. 

“Will you ask him if he intends to con- 
test the suit," Rita said to the lawyer, not 
looking at me. 

“Do you intend to contest the suit?" he 
asked. , 

"No, Rita, I—" Her icy glare stopped 
me, so I turned to the lawyer and said, 
*You can tell her I do not." 

“No, he won't contest,” 
yer. 

“Tell him that his glamorous friend will 
be named corespondent,” Rita told the law- 
yer, and there was a tinge of vengefulness 
in her voice. 

The lawyer repeated her words to me, 
and I asked him, “Is this to be one of those 
tailor-made divorces where you hire a wom- 
an, a detective and a photographer?" 

“Of course not!” he replied indignantly. 
“Гуе never handled a case like that.” 

“Then, mister, you'll have to get that 
divorce on other grounds because my 
‘glamorous friend’ isn’t anything to me and 
never has been.” 

The lawyer looked shocked. Apparently 
he was an old friend of the family and 
really meant it about not handling a 
framed-up case. “I was led to believe that 
you and the—er—‘other woman’ in the 
case lived together at some hotel,” he said, 
looking sternly at Rita. 

“You’ve been misinformed, sir,” I told 
him. “The charge is ridiculous and I can 
prove it.” 

“How?” The question seemed to burst 
from Rita’s lips involuntarily, because she 
settled back in her chair and said less 
eagerly, “Will you ask him how he intends 
to prove it, Mr. Walls?” 

“Very simple. The hotel register will 
show that Tico was registered in Miller’s 
room as Mrs. Miller. Of course, it may 
prove slightly embarrassing to Mr. and 
Mrs. Miller when it’s brought out in court. 
but you can see, Mr. Walls, that you’ll have 
to change the grounds. to ‘incompatibility’ 
or ‘mental cruelty.’ Ask her if ‘mental 
cruelty’ will do.” 

This time, Rita didn’t wait for the law- 
yer to relay the message. Turning towards 
me she said softly, “You were never cruel.” 


repeated the law- | 
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“T lied to you,” I said across the length 
of the table. *About my past—about a lot 
of things." 

“Yes, you did.” She toyed with her 
gloves. “But you did admit you were wrong 
later.” 

“Too late, Pm afraid.” 

She was thoughtful for a moment. “But 
you didn’t take the money, and you've got 
a job now, and—" 

Mr. Walls rose and started for the door. 
“Call me if you need me,” he said, then 
turned at the door and added with a know- 
ing smile, *But I don't think you will." 

I don't think either of us heard him go 
because we were moving towards each 
other, and halted in the middle of the long 
table. 

*Do you think he'll mind losing a fee?" 
I asked. 

“Why?” 

“Because I’m asking for another chance. 
I know I let you down once and it would 
serve me right if you called Mr. Walls back 
in here right now—” 

Rita smiled and shook her head. “I like 
privacy when I’m being kissed, darling!” 

With a sobbing moan I crushed her to 
me. “You'll never regret it, my sweet," I 
breathed. “I promise you ГЇЇ never let you 
down again!" 

My arms, empty for so many lonely days 
and nights held her captive, and my lips 
hungrily drank in kisses sweeter than any 
Га known. When we finally stopped to 
catch our breath, Rita asked, “Darling, tell 
me—is it true about that hotel register?" 

I laughed and kissed her eyes, her nose, 
lightly brushed her lips with mine. “Tell 
you what—" I murmured between kisses, 
“Г show you that register when we go to 
that hotel for our second honeymoon!" 


THE END 


Cerebral Palsy 
(Continued from Page 44) 


to extract the body. It is easy to see how 
such an operation might injure the infant's 
head. 

Although such injuries do undoubtedly 
produce some of the cases of cerebral 
palsy, it is known now that such instances 
are very few. Most of the cases appear to 
be the result of diseases affecting the baby 
before birth and which may continue in 
action even after birth. Some of these con- 
ditions, but by no means all, are known. 
For instance, if the mother develops such 
diseases as measles, scarlet fever, mumps, 
whooping cough, chickenpox and others 
during the period of pregnancy the child 
might be affected by the toxins of the dis- 
eases. Then, too, babies in the womb may 
develop a form of encephalitis similar to 
that affecting children. A recent theory 
holds that the Rh factor, about which much 
is currently appearing in the newspapers, 
may be a cause of cerebral palsy. There is 
also reason to believe that a defect in the 
development of the child is sometimes the 
basis of the disease. 

The main feature of cerebral palsy is the 
peculiar over-activity of the muscles, but 


the condition is not primarily a disease of 
the muscles but of the central nervous sys- 
tem. The reason why a defect of the brain 
results in this particular kind of impair- 
ment of the muscular system is complicated 
but an over-simplified explanation may be 
given as follows. 

The simplest type of muscular action is 
known as the reflex reaction. For example, 
if the finger is pricked with a pin there is 
a sudden jerk of the arm which takes the 
finger away from the source of injury. 

This simple type of reaction is a basic 
one and occurs in all forms of animal life, 
even the lowest. It is a mechanism which 
makes life possible. The stimulus—the pin 
prick in the above example—might be 
sound, light, odor, or taste, and the re- 
sponse might be protective movements or 
movements of acquirement or utilization. 
In man and the higher animals the brain 
is able to inhibit and control reflex reac- 
tions. Instead of reacting involuntarily to 
all sorts of stimuli in our environment, the 
brain permits the voluntary direction of 
such movements to ends that best suit our 
purpose.at the moment. 

In cerebral palsy this function of the 
brain is lost, due to destruction of certain 
brain cells so that the muscles of victims 
of this disease cannot be controlled. They 
spontaneously react in an unrestrained 
manner with purposeless and uncontrol- 
lable movements. With this disease the 
nicely-coordinated — brain-directed move- 
ment necessary to grasp a glass of water, 
or to walk efficiently, or to speak clearly is 
impossible. There is actually no paralysis 
in the ordinary sense. A paralyzed muscle 
cannot be moved either voluntarily or by 
reflex action. In cerebral palsy the muscles 
can move but there is no control or co- 
ordination. If an effort is made to perform 
a purposeful act a whole train of involun- 
tary motions is started which defeats the 
purpose intended. 

The awakening of public interest in 
cerebral palsy is the result of statistics 
showing that 72% of all cases are mild or 
of moderate degree and that about 70% 
are of normal or higher intelligence. These 
figures indicate that it would be worthwhile 
to attempt to alleviate the condition and 
make the victims independent useful citi- 
zens. All sorts of methods of treatment have 
been tried. Drugs that affect the nerves 
going to the muscles have been used. Sur- 
gery in which the nerves have been severed 
or tendons of muscles that twist the limbs 
have been cut has had a trial. But all 
these have been useless. The most effective 
system has been training and physical re- 
education, the principle of which is to 
teach the patient to relax and to develop 
methods of mental control over the muscu- 
lar system. This is not an easy matter and 
is not a method that can be managed by a 
single physician. Since it requires the 
teamwork of numerous trained specialists 
the treatment is best carried out in special 
clinics, a good example of which is the 
Cerebral Palsy Nursery at Michael Reese 
Hospital in Chicago. 
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